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The 

Nonconformist  Conscience 

CHAPTER  THE  LAST 

(Which,  in  order   that  the    purport  of  the  book 
may  be  gathered,  is  put  first.) 

general  facts 

The  NONCONFORMISTCON- 
SCIENCE  *  has  raised  nearly  a  milHon 
pounds  sterhng  for  the  purchase,  amongst 
other  things,  of  the  Royal  Aquarium, 
and  intends  to  erect  a  gigantic  bethel  at 
the  very  doors  of  the  noblest  cathedral  in 
the  world.  It  is  going  to  run  up  shops 
and  offices  to  support  the  institution. 
Indirectly  the  NONCONFORMIST- 
CONSCIENCE  has  provided  money 
enough  to  erect  a  newer  and  more 
splendid  music-hall  for  the  entertainment 

*  In  order  that  the  fine,  full  flavour  and  significance  of  this 
celebrated  expression  may  be  preserved,  I  have  throughout  the 
volume  given  it  as  one  word,  and  in  capitals. 


NONCONFORMIST  CONSCIENCE 

of  the  public,  and  to  be  the  gathering 
ground  of  a  large  number  of  deserving 
young  ladies  who  are  now  adrift. 

It  has  been  calculated  that  if  the 
energy  which  is  expended  by  ministerial 
consciencers  *  in  long  prayers  and  longer 
sermons,  and  which  is  wasted  by  choral 
consciencers  who  cannot  sing,  were 
applied  to  useful  work,  half  the  slums 
in  Great  Britain  would  be  made  habitable 
and  two-thirds  of  our  magistrates  would 
be  thrown  out  of  employment. 

It  has  been  further  estimated  that  if 
the  time  and  money  which  consciencers 
put  into  foreign  missions  were  devoted 
to  mission  work  at  home  the  police  force 
would  be  unnecessary  and  the  populace 
would  be  kept  in  order  by  the  moral 
example  of  the  Volunteers  and  the  good 
behaviour  of  the  Militia. 

It  has  been  additionally  computed 
that  all  the  work,  so-called,  which  is 
done  by  ministerial  consciencers  could  be 
as  well  accomplished  by  one-tenth  of 
their   number,   their  chief  labour,   talk, 

*  By  way  of  saving  readers'  time — and  my  own — I  have 
coined  this  v.ord,  which  signifies  "Possessor  of  the  NON- 
CONFORM ISTCONSCIENCE." 
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being  relegated  to  the  phonograph. 
The  tenth  would  be  the  physically  infirm, 
and  the  other  nine  parts,  being  able- 
bodied  men,  would  be  available  for 
agricultural  pursuits,  in  which  case  they 
would  till  more  promising  soil  than  that 
with  which  they  deal  at  present. 

The  late  Right  Honourable  W.  E. 
Gladstone,  in  whom  the  NONCON- 
FORMISTCONSCIENCE  had  developed 
into  a  disease,  was  one  of  the  best- 
meaning  and  blundermongering  states- 
men that  ever  put  Great  Britain  in  peril. 
The  NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE 
compelled  him  to  scuttle  out  of  South 
Africa  after  the  degradation  of  Majuba, 
and  in  the  fulness  of  time  plunged  us 
into  a  war  which  forced  us  to  employ 
448,435  troops  in  that  country,  to  spend 
£187,725,700,  to  bury  nearly  20,000  of 
the  best  young  lives  of  the  nation,  and 
to  suffer  a  total  war  wastage  of  58,306. 

The  NONCONFORMISTCON- 
SCIENCE mantle  of  Mr  Gladstone  fell 
to  some  extent  on  the  Right  Honourable 
Sir  H.  Campbell-Bannerman,  though  it 
cannot    wholly    veil    his   wobbly    form. 

II 
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The  NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE 
compelled  this  peddling  politician  to 
turn  renegade  during  the  blackest  period 
of  the  war,  to  malign  the  valiant  troops 
on  whom  the  safety  of  the  Empire,  and 
incidentally  C.-B.'s  own  bread  and  butter 
and  rents  and  dividends  depended — 
and  made  the  very  name  of  Englishman 
anathema  to  foreigners. 

The  Pilgrim's  Progress,  by  John 
Bunyan,  one  of  the  leading  lights  of  the 
NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE 
of  the  past,  and  one  of  its  principal  creators, 
has  filled  more  souls  with  gloom  and 
settled  melancholy,  and  thrown  a  greater 
blight  on  countless  young  lives,  than 
any  other  book  that  was   ever   written. 

The  most  dismal  spot  in  London  to- 
day is  Bunhill  Fields,  the  burial-ground 
of  Bunyan  and  other  choice  possessors  of 
the  NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE. 

The  most  unlovely  place  of  worship  of 
note  in  the  capital,  barring  the  new 
Roman  Catholic  Cathedral,  is  the  City 
Temple. 

The  Congregational  Memorial  Hall  in 
London  was  built,  at  a  cost  of  ^^30,000, 
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to  commemorate  the  "  fidelity  to 
conscience"  of  the  1,500  or  more 
ministers  who  were  ejected  from  the 
Church  in  1662  by  the  Act  of  Uniformity. 
These  robbers  had  usurped  the  places  of 
clergymen  who  were  doing  quite  as  much 
good  as  they  did,  and  made  far  less 
noise  about  it. 

It  was  Dissenting  ministers  who 
haunted  Newgate  at  the  beginning  of  the 
Nineteenth  Century  and  harassed  and 
worried  the  prisoners.  According  to  the 
Rev  Dr  Forde,  one  of  the  Ordinaries, 
they  '^  would  eat  up  the  mutton  chop 
and  drink  the  beer  of  some  well-to-do 
prisoners,  then  go  to  prayers,  and 
depart." 

It  was  a  NONCONFORMISTCON- 
SCIENCE  minister  who  wrongfully 
obtained  a  sermon,  and  being  too  stout 
to  enter  the  pulpit  by  the  door  had  to 
get  a  ladder  to  climb  into  it;  and  who 
on  opening  his  ill-gotten  manuscript, 
found  that  the  text  was,  '^  He  that 
entereth  not  by  the  door  into  the  sheep- 
fold,  but  climbeth  up  some  other  way, 
the  same  is  a  thief  and  a  robber." 
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Ministerial  consciencers  have  so  grossly 
abused  the  "  hospitality "  which  is  ex- 
tended to  them  that  they  have  sunk  to 
the  low  level  of  cadgers. 

It  was  the  NONCONFORMISTCON- 
SCIENCE  run  amok  which  produced 
Mormonism  and  that  arch-consciencer, 
Brigham  Young,  and  created  a  bondage 
for  women — many  of  them  English — 
worse  than  savagery. 

It  was  Wellington  who,  while  deploring 
the  spread  of  Methodism  in  his  matchless 
Peninsular  Army,  comforted  himself  with 
the  knowledge  that ''  an  excellent  young 
man," — who  afterwards  became  curate  of 
Strathfieldsaye  —  had  his  eye  on  the 
consciencers,  upon  whom  he  exercised  an 
influence  which  would  ^'prevent  them 
from  going  wrong." 

It  was  Oliver  Cromwell  who,  having 
let  loose  a  horde  of  fellow-consciencers  in 
England,  found  it  impossible  to  keep 
them  in  order,  except  at  the  point  of 
the  sword. 

Consciencers  do  not  believe  in  the 
Navy  and  Army,  and  would  aboHsh  both, 
but   they   would  be  the  first  to  besiege 
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the  Admiralty  and  War  Office  in  time  of 
national  peril  and  wring  their  hands  and 
cry,  "  Save  us  and  protect  our  property ! 
The  Germans  are  upon  us  !  " 

Under  the  guise  of  '^  Passive  Resist- 
ance," legions  of  consciencers  are  deliber- 
ately breaking  the  law  every  day  in 
connection  with  the  Education  Bill,  and 
making  themselves  supremely  ridiculous. 
Several  of  them  in  cross-examination  in 
pohce  courts  have  been  compelled  to 
admit  that  they  do  not  know  what  they 
are  demanding ;  but  it  is  now  under- 
stood that  what  they  are  clamouring 
for  is  advertisement. 

A  suspicious  feature  of  the  ''  Passive 
Resistance"  movement  is  that  in  many 
cases  the  Education  Rate  has  been  paid 
anonymously.  There  is  strong  reason 
for  believing  that  the ''  Passive  Resisters  " 
have  paid  it  themselves,  and  have  after- 
wards cadged  for  applause  in  the  police 
courts  as  valiant  law-breakers. 

The  most  depressing  drink  in  the 
world — cocoa — is  in  England  made 
almost  exclusively  by  firms  representing 
one  particular  branch  of  the  NONCON- 

15 


NONCONFORMIST  CONSCIENCE 

FORMISTCONSCIENCE:  and  the  dullest 
morning  newspaper  in  London — or  any- 
where else — is  owned  by  cocoa  people, 
and  run  by  consciencers. 

It  is  claimed  by  many  consciencers  that 
England  owes  her  greatness  to  her 
NONC ON  FORMISTCONSCIENCE, 
whereas  every  intelligent  child  knows 
that  the  exact  reverse  is  the  truth — and 
that  we  are  the  great  nation  we  are,  not 
because,  but  in  spite  of  it. 

It  was  a  prominent  consciencer,  Mr 
Augustine  Birrell,  who  is  the  son  of  a 
Baptist  minister,  a  King's  Counsel,  and 
the  author  of  many  a  pleasant  jest,  who 
said  not  long  ago  that  ''  it  is  very  hard  in 
England  nowadays  to  be  a  Noncon- 
formist," and  that  "  Dr  Watts's  hymns 
were  written  for  the  crowded  nursery." 
This  agreeable  consciencer  is  known  as 
the  creator  of  '^  Birrellisms,"  and  has 
found  the  NONCONFORMISTCON- 
SCIENCE  very  useful  as  a  target. 

The  Rev  F.  B.  Meyer,  who  is  a  Baptist, 
says  that  in  their  hold  on  the  masses  of 
the  people  the  Baptist  Churches  are 
second  to  none,  and  that  amongst  the 
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Nonconformist  Churches  they  occupy 
the  premier  position.  Mr  Charles  Booth, 
who  is  an  impartial  judge,  says,  ^'  Their 
(the  Baptists')  views  are  somewhat 
austere.  Hell  plays  as  great  a  part  as 
heaven,"  which  seems  to  prove  Burns's 
assertion  that 

"  The  fear  o'  hell's  a  hangman's  whip 
To  haud  the  wretch  in  order." 

It  is  generally  admitted  that  if  the 
NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE  got 
that  grip  of  the  British  Empire  for  which 
it  yearns  we  should  be  no  longer  a  nation, 
and  should  be  well  advised  to  hoist  the 
German  flag  to-morrow. 
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CHAPTER   I 

MINISTERS   AND   "  CALLS  " 

When  the  newly-appointed  head  of  a 
NONCONFORM  I STCON  SCIENCE 
bethel  celebrates  his  Recognition  Day  in 
his  gloomy  sanctuary  he  makes  the  in- 
evitable allegation,  '^  I  will  obey  the  call 
He  has  given." 

Of  course  he  will.  There  is  not  a 
consciencer  in  Christendom  who  belongs 
to  the  right  section  of  the  sect  who  would 
not,  for  these  dissenting  temples,  despite 
their  hideousness  and  vulgarity,  are  to 
the  ministerial  consciencer  what  Mecca  is 
to  the  true  believer. 

The  enthusiastic  new  broom,  being  in 
fine  sweeping  trim,  will  go  further — he 
has  come,  he  says,  because  God's  spirit 
has  drawn  him  there.  Quite  so ;  but  not 
a  word  about  a  higher  salary.  You 
never  hear  of  a  ministerial  consciencer 
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being  ''drawn"  to  lower  wages — or  more 
work. 

When  the  new  pastor  of  the  City 
Temple  was  "  recognised  "  he  said,  "  Dr 
Parker's  ministry  was  for  his  day ;  mine 
must  be  for  mine.  I  have  a  dream  that 
this  might  become  the  young  men's 
church  of  the  metropolis." 

Poor  young  men ! 

The  packed  and  sweltering  consciencers 
duly  applauded,  and  the  exhausted 
divine,  who  had  scarcely  got  the  Brighton 
breezes  out  of  his  lungs,  began  to  dream 
of  his  visit  to  America  during  July  and 
August,  "when  the  church" — they  are 
beginning  to  call  their  bethels  "  churches," 
and  will  soon  describe  themselves  as 
"clergymen"  —  "will  be  entirely  re- 
novated and  lighted  with  electricity  at 
a  cost  of  £6,000." 

Exactly.  Let  there  be  more  hght — and 
gas;  and  above  all  things,  when  there 
is  work  to  be  done,  let  the  ministerial  con- 
sciencer  be  well  out  of  it.  His  lofty  thoughts 
must  not  be  soiled  by  autumn  cleaning. 

That  great  Recognition  Day  was 
patronised    by    a    brace    of     Anglican 

19 


NONCONFORMIST  CONSCIENCE 

canons,  and  what  with  this  gracious 
act  of  condescension  and  a  luncheon  at 
the  Holborn  Restaurant — where  they 
understand  the  art  of  cooking  and  keep 
first-rate  wines — and  an  afternoon  recep- 
tion, the  event  passed  off  in  a  general 
delirium  of  enthusiasm.  Incidentally 
there  was  danger  of  a  free  fight,  or 
something  near  it,  if  the  Christian  World 
is  to  be  trusted.  "  There  was  one  start- 
ling and  critical  moment,"  said  that 
attractive  organ,  "  a  moment  when 
people  asked  themselves  ^  What  next  ?  ' 
and  waited  breathlessly  anticipating  and 
dreading  a  'scene.'" 

This  was  when  one  of  the  visiting  big 
guns  unwarily  began  telling  two  or  three 
things  which  were  too  truthful  to  be 
palatable  to  consciencers. 

Naturally  at  such  a  gathering  as  this 
there  was  evidence  of  the  worldliness 
and  vanity  w^hich  consciencers  affect  to 
despise,  and  from  which  they  pretend  to 
be  so  singularly  free ;  but  to  which,  as  a 
matter  of  fact,  they  are  abject  slaves. 
Mrs  Campbell  was  at  the  reception, 
"  wearing  a  soft  blue  gown  and  a  black 
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picture  hat  with  long  black  tulle  strings." 
She  stood  next  to  Mr  Campbell,  and 
shook  hands  with  everyone  who  entered 
the  lecture-hall. 

Gracious  creature !  But  how  she  must 
have  suffered ! 

"  I  have  a  dream."  That  almost  sums 
up  the  ministerial  consciencer.  He 
dreams  through  his  ''University"  career 
— save  the  mark  ! — He  dreams  through 
his  pastorate — when  he  is  not  droning. 
He  goes  on  dreaming  till  the  end,  a 
visionary  who  has  neither  the  will  nor 
the  power  to  plan  and  execute — a  man 
of  action  and  resource  in  nothing  except 
self-glorification.  Mixed  largely  with  his 
dreaming  is  still  the  prospect  of  a  "  call "  ; 
but  it  is  that  higher  ''  call"  which,  when 
it  does  come,  he  tries,  by  all  the  tricks 
known  to  medicine,  to  evade.  It  is  his 
business  to  be  ready  to  go,  and  his  boast 
that  he  is  prepared;  and  yet  he  shows 
infinitely  less  courage  than  the  soldier 
of  the  Rifle  Brigade  who  shot  himself 
recently  and  left  his  medal  to  a  friend,  with 
the  statement  that  he  could  die  happy, 
for  he  had  got  a  pint  of  beer  inside. 
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''  My  boy,"  the  son  of  a  ministerial 
consciencer  was  asked,  ''  is  your  father 
going  to  accept  the  *  call '  he's  got  ? " 
"  It  looks  like  it,"  was  the  answer,  "  he's 
praying,  and  mother's  packing."  This 
is  one  of  the  amazing  things  about 
the  NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE 
— that  it  has  no  openness,  no  honesty,  no 
receptivity  for  frankness.  This  hypo- 
critical attitude  concerning  "calls"  has 
done  more,  and  is  doing  more  to  damage 
the  ministerial  consciencer  than  any 
other  of  the  many  failings  which  afflict 
him. 

Since  he  has  been  put  to  the  business 
because  it  is  so  very  respectable  and 
enables  him  to  live  without  labour,  why 
cannot  he  place  himself  on  a  common 
business  footing  ?  \^^ly,  when  he  gets  a 
''  call "  which  he  knows  is  equal  to  a  new 
kit  for  his  wife,  free  education  for  his 
children,  and  a  motor-car  for  himself, 
need  he  go  through  this  unseemly  sham 
of  spiritual  wrestling  and  writhing  ?  Even 
an  author,  who  is  admittedly  the  most 
disinterested  of  workers,  does  not  hesitate 
to    accept   a   publisher's   call   to    higher 
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royalties.  He  pins  him  on  paper,  and 
goes  and  gets  his  agreement  stamped  at 
Somerset  House,  or  lets  the  excellent 
secretary  of  the  Authors'  Society,  Mr 
G.  Herbert  Thring — who,  being  a  non- 
consciencer,  charges  only  cost  price — do 
it  for  him. 

I  have  never  seen  or  met  the  pastoral 
illuminant  of  the  City  Temple,  although 
I  have  been  confronted  by  his  wild  and 
odd  photograph  for  sale,  and  have 
purchased  a  copy  for  twopence,  for 
reference  and  inspiration ;  but  as  he  has 
been  to  Oxford  and  was  at  one  time 
destined  for  the  Church  of  England,  I 
presume  he  knows  how  to  speak  and  dress 
as  correctly  as  he  knows  how  to  act. 
Those  are  somewhat  unusual  accomplish- 
ments, for  I  have  come  across  many 
ministerial  consciencers  who  do  not 
possess  any  of  them. 

Dress,  indeed,  is  one  of  the  chief 
vagaries  of  the  minister.  He  goes  from 
one  extreme  to  the  other,  being  either 
disguised  as  a  mere  civilian  or  aggressively 
pastoral.  The  last  I  spoke  with  wore 
brown  boots,  grey  trousers,  a  frock  coat, 
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a  turn-down  collar  like  Mr  Balfour's,  a 
little  white  tie  like  a  waiter's,  a  soft  boat- 
shaped  hat,  known,  I  believe,  as  a  Trilby, 
and  an  M.A.  degree  conferred  by  a  Scotch 
University,  and  therefore  not  given  for 
nothing.  In  this  garb  he  had  just  left 
the  pulpit,  in  this  weird  kit  he  feU  upon 
me,  said  he  heard  I  was  doing  well, 
and  invited  me  to  become  a  patron 
of  the  chapel  bazaar,  at  an  inclusive  fee 
of  five  guineas.  I  assured  him  that  I 
would  think  about  it,  and  like  a  good 
ex-consciencer  I  have  kept  my  word.  I 
am  thinking  still. 

That  little  incident  tells  largely  in  the 
summing  up  of  the  ministerial  consciencer. 
He  is  merely  human.  He  goes  with  the 
crowd,  the  worldly  crowd,  and  where 
success  and  prosperity  are,  there  will  he 
be  also.  His  entire  training  and  upbring- 
ing qualify  him  for  this.  He  is  destined 
from  the  earliest  period  of  his  studies  to 
be  a  great  man  in  a  little  world,  and  from 
the  moment  he  is  set  to  go  straight  for 
the  rostrum  or  the  pulpit  he  has  it  im- 
pressed upon  him  that  he  is  not  as  his 
fellow  -  creatures    are,    but    a    superior 
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animal.  He  cultivates  a  condescending 
affability  which  develops  into  a  preposter- 
ous patronage  as  soon  as  he  feels  his  feet, 
which  is  simultaneous  with  his  first 
"call." 

You  see  him  at  his  best — which  is  his 
worst — in  a  large  provincial  town  where 
bethels  vie  with  factories  for  ugliness,  an 
ugHness  which  is  deliberate,  for  a  book 
has  been  published  which  shows  a  "full 
grasp  of  the  peculiar  architectural  needs 
of  Nonconformist  congregations — "  and 
where  the  rival  consciencers  have  the  fire 
of  their  zeal  kept  burning  by  an 
interested  press.  Happy  is  the  proprietor 
of  a  newspaper  which  is  run  for  the  Cause, 
and  which  has  a  monopoly  of  a  town.  If 
it  is  a  morning  journal,  so  much  the 
better.  The  consciencers  feed  on  it  like 
babies  on  patent  food,  and  with  much  the 
same  results.  The  infant  develops  ab- 
normally, and  is  calculated  by  the  pound ; 
the  ministerial  consciencer  swells  also,  if 
he  is  properly  nourished  by  the  organ; 
the  chief  difference  being  that  in  his  case 
the  growth  is  above  the  neck. 

In  such  a  town   the   minister   is   kept 
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within  narrow  limits,  ai.^  cxicrefore  does 
not  outrage  his  upbringing.  He  prefers 
the  provinces,  as  a  rule,  because  London 
is  too  big  and  bewildering,  and  with  the 
exception  of  certain  seasons  of  the  year 
he  avoids  it,  because  there  is  always  a 
haunting  fear  that  it  will  broaden  his 
view  of  life  and  expand  his  mind,  and  he 
is  forbidden  as  a  ministerial  consciencer 
to  do  either.  The  exceptions  are  the 
May  meetings,  when  the  more  adventur- 
ous souls — especially  those  who  are  dis- 
guised as  civilians — go  from  Exeter  Hall 
to  the  Empire  Music  Hall.  They  say 
they  do  it  to  qualify  them  to  warn  young 
men  of  life's  dangers,  and  it  is  possible 
that  some  of  them  speak  the  truth. 

In  his  own  small  way  the  minister  is 
an  ambitious  man.  That  is  so  in  nine 
cases  out  of  ten ;  but  in  eight  out  of  nine 
he  has  not  the  ability  to  realise  his 
aspirations.  He  has  been  ruined  by  his 
entire  upbringing.  Designed  by  nature 
to  be  a  working  man,  a  clerk,  or  an  ele- 
mentary teacher,  he  has  been  dumped 
by  fond  parents  or  foolish  patronage  into 
a  training  institution,  after  certain  simple 
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preliminaries  have  been  passed,  and  the 
rest  is  easy  for  him,  since  at  the  least  a 
modest  living  is  assured  for  the  rest  of 
his  days,  whatever  may  be  the  branch  of 
the  NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE 
to  which  he  is  allotted  or  belongs. 

Ten  to  one  he  enters  upon  his  minis- 
terial duties  with  a  heart  charged  as  fully 
with  enthusiasm  as  his  prayers  and 
sermons  are  with  long  words;  until  the 
early  result  shows  that  there  is  as  much 
meaning  in  the  one  as  the  other.  He 
probably  begins  with  some  wild-cat 
scheme  Uke  a  house-to-house  visitation 
of  his  people,  to  gather  them  in,  to 
amalgamate  them  all,  and  to  reunite 
them  as  one  complete,  harmonious  and 
happy  family,  for  he  has  yet  to  learn  that 
human  nature  is  as  much  human  nature 
in  the  bethel  as  it  is  in  any  other  place 
of  worship.  In  the  rarest  cases  does  he 
even  get  his  visits  finished,  and  there  are 
hundreds  of  instances  of  ministerial 
consciencers  who  have  never  been  the 
round  of  their  congregation's  houses. 

If  the  congregation  numbers  500  and 
the  minister   makes   1000   visits,   it  will 
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average  out  that  he  has  put  in  a  score  of 
tea  and  dinner  calls  on  about  fifty  of  the 
worshippers,  and  those  the   people  who 
are  least  spiritually  in  need  of  him,  and 
provide  the  best  entertainment.     The  old, 
the  poor,  the  neglected,  the  miserable,  the 
squalid  and  the  suffering  see  him  not,  for 
his    nose    has     been     educated    beyond 
the  smell  of   the   slum,  and   his   eye   is 
offended  by  that  which  is  not  pleasant  to 
behold.     There  are  at  this  very  moment 
many  ministerial  consciencers  who  from 
Sunday    to    Sunday    never    visit    their 
charges,  who  are  content  to  go  through 
life  as  figureheads  of  their  chapels,  giving 
two  sermons  and  attending  one   or  two 
meetings  in  a  week,  with  a  long  vacation 
in  the  summer  by  way  of  refresher.     It 
is  not  a  hard  life,  and  it  may  be  said  at 
once  of  the  ministerial  consciencer  that 
he  has  struck  one  of  the  pleasantest  voca- 
tions, so  far  as  mere  employment  goes, 
that  are  open   to  educated  or   partially 
educated  men. 

In  those  large  towns  where  the  NON- 
CONFORMISTCONSCIENCE  holds  its 
chief    sway    amongst   the    people — and 
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there  are  many  such  in  England,  the 
North  being  dotted  with  them — there  are 
many  ministers.  There  is  the  Congrega- 
tional, who  may  be  called  the  aristocrat 
of  Dissenters ;  the  Wesleyan,  who  wants 
to  be ;  the  Baptist,  who  is  not  so  much 
concerned  on  the  point,  because  he  knows 
that  his  turn  will  come  in  another  sphere  ; 
the  Free  Methodist,  the  Primitive 
Methodist,  the  Unitarian,  the  Pres- 
byterian, and  all  the  bewildering  rest,  to 
say  nothing  of  the  swarms  of  oddments 
who  are  only  ministers  on  Sundays,  when 
they  put  on  a  frock-coat  and  white  tie, 
and  a  sort  of  brigand  hat,  known  as  a 
wideawake,  and  go  into  remote  villages 
and  tub-thump,  their  week-days  being 
largely  spent  in  running  up  jerry  buildings 
with  all  speed,  so  that  they  can  get  some 
rent  out  of  them  before  they  collapse. 
These  are  "local  preachers,"  and  are 
remarkable  for  power  of  lung  and  length 
of  prayer. 

In  some  respects  these  amateur  sky- 
pilots  exercise  great  influence.  How  can 
it  be  otherwise  when  you  remember 
their    numbers  ?      Take    the    Primitive 
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Methodists.  They  have,  according  to 
the  latest  returns,  1,085  ministers  and 
16,074  local  preachers,  or  fifteen  local 
preachers  to  one  specimen  of  the  genuine 
article.  As  there  are  4,498  Primitive 
Methodist  chapels,  with  603,315  "hearers," 
there  is  plenty  of  opportunity  for  the 
minister  himself  and  the  "  local  Dick," 
as  the  other  sort  is  disrespectfully  styled 
in  certain  parts  of  England,  to  make 
themselves  heard.  I  do  not  know 
whether  the  number  of  ministers  includes 
"  one  young  man  "  who  "  had  failed  to 
say  why  he  smoked,  and  had  not  even 
provided  the  orthodox  medical  certificate. 
A  wire  was  sent  to  him  to  the  effect 
that  if  he  did  not  give  some  answer  to 
the  usual  question  his  probation  would 
be  lengthened  by  one  year."  If  he  is 
included  the  Primitive  Methodist 
ministers  have  at  least  one  man  of  grit 
amongst  them.  '^Failed  to  say  why  he 
smoked!"  A  significant  side-light 
on  the  oppression  of  the  NONCON- 
FORMISTCONSCIENCE. 

There  is  an  impression  in  outside  circles 
that  these   ministerial   consciencers  and 
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local  preachers  are  one  homogeneous 
body.  To  the  good  Churchman  one 
Dissenter  is  like  another,  all  working 
together  to  one  great  end,  all  earnestly 
labouring  in  the  same  large  vineyard. 
Never  was  greater  mistake  made,  unless 
it  is  admitted  that  the  vineyard  is  a 
tilting-place  for  higher  salaries.  They 
are  jealous  of  and  look  askance  at  one 
another ;  they  have  their  own  governing 
bodies,  and  they  work  separately.  If 
there  is  a  characteristic  at  all  which  binds 
them  together  it  is  mutual  hatred  and 
distrust. 

In  one  respect  the  sects  are  the  same. 
As  talk  is  their  chief  raison  d'etre,  they 
must  have,  and  do  have,  a  great  annual 
pow-wow.  Sometimes  these  are 
"oecumenical" — trust  your  ministerial 
consciencer  for  fixing  on  the  most  learned- 
looking  word :  it  is  one  of  the  greatest 
secrets  of  his  power  over  his  ignorant 
fellow-consciencers — which  means  that 
instead  of  the  consciencers  coming  only 
from  England  they  assemble  from  all 
quarters  of  the  world,  and  by  the  time 
their  conference  is  ended  have  produced 
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a  general  fogging  and  softening  of  the 
brain  of  the  victim  who  has  been  forced 
to  sit  and  Hsten  to  their  prating. 

These  are  the  great  times  when  the 
columns  of  the  consciencer  newspapers 
are  open  and  the  gaseous  babblers  fall 
over  each  other  in  their  eagerness  to  get 
the  earliest  speeches  in,  knowing  that 
scribes  are  but  human  and  have  a  way, 
when  they  wish  to  catch  trains  or  get 
the  taste  of  the  conference  out  of  their 
mouths  by  rushing  to  the  nearest  bar,  of 
saying  that  other  addresses  followed.  If 
they  get  their  remarks  into  print  they 
have  crowned  a  year's  efforts,  and  rest  on 
their  laurels  till  the  next  chance  comes  of 
reaping  cheap  glory.  It  is  a  remarkable 
fact  that  the  only  known  and  definite 
result  of  these  conferences  is  to  get  the 
talkers  into  trim  for  the  next  round  of 
meetings.  I  have  never  come  across  an 
instance  of  sound,  solid,  useful  work 
arising    from   these    windy   proceedings. 

Words,  idle  words— these,  with  dream- 
ing, form  the  sum  and  substance  of  the 
ministerial  consciencer's  labours.  How 
can  it  be  otherwise,  when  he  is  trained  in  a 

32 


MINISTERS  AND   ^'CALLS'' 

school  of  pompous  verbosity,  and  goaded 
into  seizing  every  chance  of  airing  his 
shallow  eloquence  ?  The  inevitable  result 
is  a  craving  for  public  recognition,  and 
there  is  scarcely  a  ministerial  consciencer 
of  any  note  who  has  not  gone  crazy  with 
desire  to  achieve  popularity  in  print  or 
on  a  picture-postcard.  I  call  to  mind 
the  case  of  a  very  decent  little  man  who 
so  lost  his  head  at  getting  into  print  that 
he  utterly  neglected  his  chapel  and 
congregation  and  went  stump-speaking 
round  the  country-side.  The  last  I 
heard  of  him  was  that  he  had  taken  to 
drink. 

With  tolerable  frequency  a  ministerial 
consciencer  who  has  what  is  vulgarly  but 
appropriately  called  the  "  gift  of  the  gab  " 
will  discover  that  he  has  a  "call"  to 
political  or  kindred  lecturing,  and  having 
carefully  weighed  the  profit  he  will  make 
on  the  transaction,  he  adopts  the  changed 
life  and  goes  from  place  to  place  in  the 
United  Kingdom,  hammering  away  at 
what  he  conceives  to  be  his  mission.  It 
may  be  a  Re-distribution  of  Seats  Bill,  or 
a   new    Education    Bill    that    sets   him 
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foaming  at  the  mouth ;  but  whatever 
the  cause  is,  he  takes  himself  very 
seriously  and  speedily  gets  lost  in  admira- 
tion of  himself.  Some  of  these  men 
are  by  no  means  badly  circumstanced, 
especially  as  in  nearly  every  town  they 
visit  they  receive  what  is  termed  "  hospi- 
tality," a  form  of  cadging  with  which 
I  deal  in  a  later  chapter. 

The  ministerial  fall  from  grace  has 
been  accelerated  in  most  cases  by  the 
system  that  was  introduced  some  years 
ago  of  giving  sermons  which  are  not 
sermons,  and  having  the  subjects  printed 
on  bills  pasted  on  boards  which  are 
planted  like  headstones  in  front  of  the 
chapels.     For  example  : — 

SUNDAY  NEXT. 

Morning — "Joseph  and  his  Brethren." 

Evening — "  Are  we  a  Christian  People?  " 

Collection. 

The  first,  being  by  way  of  a  harmless 
lesson  from  a  text,  passes  unnoticed,  and 
the  rank-and-file  consciencer,  who  is  a 
mere  detail  in  the  chapel,  and  is  expected 
to  understand  only  the  last  item  on  the 
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bill,  can  get  a  comfortable  nap ;  but 
the  second,  on  account  of  which  the 
worthy  divine  lashes  himself  into  a  fine 
frenzy,  shows  conclusively  that  we  are 
heathens,  and  is  therefore  matter  of 
public  interest.  For  that  reason  the 
local  newspaper  gives  a  half-column  or  so 
report,  which  has  been  previously  written, 
to  the  extent  of  about  three  columns, 
by  the  minister  himself,  leaving  it 
to  some  overworked  and  underpaid 
consciencer  sub-editor  to  slash  out  the 
verbiage.  Knowing  his  work,  he  shuts 
his  eyes  and  cuts  at  random,  at  the  same 
time  condemning  the  preacher  in  language 
which  was  not  taught  at  Sunday  School, 
although  he  learnt  it  there.  Amongst 
ministerial  consciencers  there  are  some 
who  spend  their  entire  week-days,  when 
they  are  supposed  to  be  working,  in 
preparing  vapid  addresses  for  delivery  on 
Sunday  evenings  and  publication  on 
Monday  mornings ;  who  write  their  own 
newspaper  reports,  and  see  to  it  that 
the  advertisement  columns  have  the 
announcement  of  the  great  event.  That 
is  a  necessary  preliminary  to  publication 
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of  the  reports — in  consciencer  newspapers 
at  any  rate. 

I  have  known  the  case  of  a  man  who 
worked  this  sort  of  thing  so  persistently 
that  a  week  seldom  passed  without  him 
getting  a  good  slice  of  space  all  to  him- 
self in  a  morning  journal,  to  the  exclusion 
of  infinitely  more  attractive  matter ;  and 
a  notorious  case  of  a  sandy-whiskered 
ministerial  consciencer  who  formulated  a 
preposterous  scheme  of  house-to-house 
visitation  for  getting  to  know  how  many 
people  went  to  church  and  how  many 
stayed  at  home.  Some  of  these  emis- 
saries were  forcibly  reminded  that  an 
Englishman's  home  is  his  castle,  and  one 
or  two  were  able,  with  assistance,  to 
get  down  the  door-steps  much  more 
swiftly  than  they  went  up.  To  such  an 
extent  did  this  zealous  visionary  swell  out 
in  importance  that  in  the  end,  before  the 
bubble  burst  and  he  was  driven  into  his 
former  oblivion,  he  would  desire — and 
obtain  —  a  representative  of  the  local 
journal,  which  was  a  weak-kneed  specimen 
of  its  class,  to  wait  on  him  and  receive 
the  latest  figures,   as  if  they  had  been 
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small-pox  statistics,  about  an  idiotic  idea 
that  had  not  an  atom  of  usefulness  to 
recommend  it. 

Yet  these  men  were  originally  trained 
to  be  of  some  service  in  the  world  instead 
of  developing  into  pests  and  nuisances 
who  neglected  all  profitable  occupation 
to  advance  their  own  evanescent  glory. 
They  are  typical  of  their  race,  and  have 
they  not  their  great  examples  in  the 
NONCONFORMISTCON  SCIENCE 
bethels  in  London,  where  the  last  thing 
in  the  world  the  pastor  thinks  of  doing 
is  useful  work,  and  whose  life's  ambition 
is  to  see  his  photograph  in  shop-windows 
and  his  name  on  the  title-page  of  his 
own  edition  of  the  Bible,  in  twenty-five 
or  more  volumes  ?  Nay,  even  the 
motor-car  is  laid  under  tribute,  for 
the  Daily  News  contained  the  statement 
concerning  the  Reverend  Mr  Campbell 
that  "when  he  concludes  his  midday 
service  at  the  City  Temple  next  Thursday 
(his  closing  service  before  saiHng  for 
America),  he  will  travel  by  motor-car  to 
Woodford,"  to  lay  a  foundation-stone. 
"  Woodford  is  not  difficult  to  reach  from 
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London,"  added  the  Daily  News.  "  Trains 
leave  Liverpool  Street  at  2.5,  and  Fen- 
Church  Street  at  1.44,  and  the  church 
is  only  ten  minutes'  walk  from  the 
station." 

Penny  busses  pass  the  City  Temple  in 
an  endless  procession  for  Liverpool  Street^ 
and  Fenchurch  Street  is  a  shilling  cab 
fare— and  not  a  hard  walk — from  the 
sanctuary ;  but  apparently  a  man  would 
not  create  the  same  sensation  by  footing 
it  from  a  railway  station  as  he  would 
cause  by  alighting  from  a  motor-car, 
swathed  in  rabbit-skins. 

This  vulgar  thirst  for  pubHcity,  fame, 
notoriety — call  it  what  you  like — which 
has  seized  all  prominent  consciencers, 
has  extended  to,  gripped  and  demoral- 
ised the  lower  order  of  ministers.  The 
preacher  consciencer  has  fallen  to  the 
level  of  a  Fleet  Street  sub-editor,  and  as 
assiduously  parades  his  pulpit  wares  as 
the  journalist  displays  the  contents  of 
his  sheet  on  the  bill.  Take  the  case  of  a 
metropohtan  Baptist  bethel  which  came 
under  my  own  notice  recently  and 
accidentally.     Great    bills    at    the   door 
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announced  that  the  pastor  would  preach 
on  six  Sunday  evenings  as  follows : — 

A  Crimean  Officer. 

A  Turnkey  and  a  Preacher. 

A  Cambridgeshire  Ploughboy. 

A  FALLEN  GIRL. 

A  London  Apprentice. 

Little-Faith,  Feeble-Mind,  and  Much-Afraid. 

The  fat  type  is  not  mine.  It  was  in 
the  bill,  so  I  take  it  that  the  reverend 
gentlemen  knows  the  sort  of  fare  which 
tickles  best  the  Sunday  evening  taste 
of  NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE 
worshippers.  This  bill,  as  I  have  said, 
was  seen  in  a  random  stroll ;  I  was  not 
looking  for  it,  and  presume  there  are 
scores  like  it  helping  to  make  London 
hideous.  But  with  such  mental  food 
what  can  you  expect  of  the  great  body 
of  people  who  take  their  instruction  from 
the  minister  ?  "  Little-faith,  Feeble-mind, 
and  Much- Afraid !  "  Shades  of  Bunyan ! 
Who  would  not  turn  for  rehef  to  the 
discourse  on  "  A  FALLEN  GIRL  ?  " 

The  upper  classes  amongst  the 
ministerial  consciencers,  and  I  mean 
by  these  the  pompous  big-wigs  and  dull 
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dogs  who  neither  toil  nor  spin,  but  drone 
through  hfe  on  comfortable  incomes, 
and  will  neither  resign  nor  hand  in  their 
checks,  so  that  somebody  else  may  have 
a  chance,  are  mostly  decorated  with 
degrees.  Your  ministerial  consciencer 
with  a  degree  is  a  fearsome  being,  for 
let  it  be  remembered  that  while  the 
ordinary  clergyman  may  address  a 
congregation  numbering  many  lettered 
men,  the  ministerial  consciencer  is  often 
enough  the  only  possessor  of  a  title,  and 
is  great  accordingly.  Where  most 
people  are  small  the  leading  lights,  even 
if  they  are  not  very  strong,  show 
prominently.  An  arc  lamp  is  a  powerful 
illuminant  if  you  have  not  a  search- 
light playing  near  it ;  and  there  are  no 
archbishops  or  bishops  in  the  NON- 
CONFORMISTCONSCIENCE  ranks, 
though  every  pastor  thinks  he  is  entitled 
to  a  crozier.  The  giddiest  altitude 
which  even  a  ministerial  consciencer  who 
is  manacled  to  several  degrees  can  attain 
is  to  be  president  of  this  or  that  Union, 
which  means  that  he  has  the  power  to 
hammer    down   other  consciencers   who 
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try  to   rob   him    of    any  extra  talking 
time. 

Many  of  these  degrees  are  bona  fide. 
No  one  will  question  that  —  even  the 
most  vitriolic  naval  "  expert,"  who  is  an 
expert  because  he  is  too  ignorant  to  be  a 
critic,  will  admit  that  there  are  some  of 
His  Majesty's  ships  which  can  keep 
afloat ;  but  there  are  many  degrees  which 
are  rank  impositions  and  are  obtainable 
at  so  much  per  head  in  that  country  of 
great  things— America.  Your  ministerial 
consciencer  may  be  D.D.,  M.A.,  B.A., 
LL.D.,  Litt.  D.,  or  two  or  more  in 
combination,  for  he  glories  in  these 
learned  eruptions;  but  you  are  never 
sure  when  you  have  him.  You  do  not 
know  where  his  appendicital  following, 
so  to  speak,  comes  from.  There  is,  or 
was,  a  ministerial  consciencer  who  was 
granted,  and  wore,  the  M.A.  degree  by  a 
remarkable  university  which  proved  to 
be  an  elementary  school  for  coloured 
children  in  the  strange  city  of  Pee  Dee, 
North  Carohna,  the  principal  of  which 
was  an  ex-slave.  There  are  at  the  time 
of   writing,   in   the   year  of    grace   One 
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Thousand  Nine  Hundred  and  Three, 
fifteen  ministers  in  the  Baptist  handbook 
who  possess  American  degrees,  and  thirty- 
four  in  the  Congregational  handbook; 
and  it  is  only  the  modesty  of  others 
which  prevents  them  from  indicating 
that  they  have  got  their  lettering  from  a 
sheepskin  factory  on  the  other  side  of 
the  Atlantic  at  the  rate  of  so  many 
dollars.  I  have  conversed  with  a  con- 
sciencer  who  was  repeatedly  referred  to 
in  a  journal  of  great  provincial  standing 
— which  ought  to  have  known  better — 

as  ''Dr  ,  M.A.,  LL.D."     The  most 

flowery  of  London  morning  newspapers 
has  also  given  the  glory  of  a  full  head 
to  a  paragraph  concerning  him,  with  all 
his  degrees  following  his  name  like  a  litter 
of  pups  after  their  mother.  A  Mutual 
Improvement  Society  was  in  all  pro- 
bability the  original  cause  of  his  down- 
fall and  the  beginning  of  a  weakness 
which  developed  into  a  mania. 

On  this  subject  of  those  bogus  degrees 
which  are  worn  with  such  pride  by  many 
ministerial  consciencers,  some  astonishing 
revelations  were  made  last  June  before 
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Mr  Justice  Kennedy  and  a  special  jury 
in  the  King's  Bench  Division.  A  Con- 
gregational minister  brought  an  action 
against  the  proprietors  of  the  Christian 
World  for  alleged  libel  contained  in 
an  article  stating  that  the  degrees  of 
"B.A.,"  '^M.A./'  "B.D."  and  "D.D." 
which  the  plaintiff  held  were  conferred 
by  a  "  fake  "  institution  in  America — the 
"Harriman  University  of  Harriman, 
Tennessee" — and  that  this  "  university's" 
degrees  were  bogus,  contemptible  and 
worthless. 

The  trial  showed  that  for  this  wealth 
of  alphabetical  distinction  the  plaintiff 
paid  a  total  sum  of  £i6 — lo  dollars  for 
matriculation,  30  for  the  examinations, 
and  10  each  for  the  diplomas.  For  the 
small  charge  of  £4  a  head,  therefore,  he 
was  decorated  with  "B.A.,"  ''M.A." 
''  B.D."  and  "  D.D."  He  had  the  option 
of  "S.T.D.,"  which  means  '' Doctor  of 
Sacred  Theology "  —  and  might  mean 
Sanitary  Transport  Department,  or  any- 
thing else — but  he  waived  this  in  favour 
of  the  more  imposing  '^D.D."  These 
facts  the  plaintiff  admitted  at  the  trial ; 
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and  he  made  the  startUng  statement — 
being  a  Congregational  minister  he  ought 
to  know — that  "  nearly  all  the  theological 
degrees  borne  by  Congregational  and 
Nonconformist  ministers  in  England  are 
honorary  degrees."  He  admitted  that 
he  had  never  visited  Harriman,  and  that 
without  a  map  he  could  not  say  whether 
he  had  been  within  800  or  1000  miles  of 
that  remarkable  seat  of  learning. 

The  defence  called  a  Yale  professor 
who  said  that  Harriman  had  only  fifty 
pupils;  that  '^ Mrs  Dr"  James  Crow, 
Director  of  the  School  of  Domestic 
Science,  was  in  reality  caretaker  of  a 
house  occupied  by  an  oil  agent  and  his 
wife,  although  her  name  was  mentioned  as 
one  of  the  ^^  faculty  "  ;  that  the  buildings 
were  dilapidated,  that  there  was  no 
professor  of  theology,  and  that  the  teach- 
ing was  elementary  and  in  no  sense 
university  in  character. 

The  plaintiff  himself  said  he  was  not 
aware  that  the  Lecturer  on  Astronomy 
at  the  '^University"  was  also  a  dentist. 

Without  troubling  to  hear  the  whole 
of    this    precious   case,   which   took   up 
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much  of  the  time  of  a  distinguished 
judge  and  a  jury,  a  verdict  was  given  for 
the  defendants,  and  that  meant  a  terrific 
blow  at  bogus  degrees.  All  credit  to 
the  Christian  World  for  it,  and  credit 
also  to  the  Daily  News,  which,  under  the 
heading  '*  Blushing  Honours/'  gave  a 
good  stinging  criticism  which  would 
come  as  a  shock  to  many  ministerial 
consciencers,  and  would  make  their 
morning  cocoa  rather  choky  when  they 
thought  of  their  own  bastard  theological 
and  academic  qualifications. 

The  trial  was  an  astounding  revelation 
of  the  simplicity  and  hopeless  ignorance 
of  men  and  the  world  which  beset  the 
average  ministerial  consciencer  and  dis- 
qualify him  as  a  leader  of  his  fellows. 
Here  was  a  minister  of  a  prominent 
Congregational  chapel  who  was  rash 
enough  to  go  to  law  in  support  of 
shoddy  claims  like  these,  never  reflect- 
ing that  in  all  probability  his  case  would 
be  tried  by  a  judge  who  was  a  good 
classical  scholar,  and  that  a  thousand  to 
one  he  would  have  to  bear  tough  handling 
from  merciless  barristers  who,  if  they  did 
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not  know  much  about  the  law,  would  be 
at  anyrate  men  who  knew  the  value  of 
degrees.  As  a  matter  of  fact  the  plaintiff 
got  before  a  judge  who,  in  his  day,  held 
one  of  the  highest  academic  distinctions 
known — Mr  Justice  Kennedy  is  an  old 
Etonian,  and  was  senior  classic  at  King's 
College,  Cambridge — and  who  could  have 
turned  him  inside  out  like  a  pair  of 
trousers.  But  his  lordship's  very  learn- 
ing made  him  merciful,  and  all  he  asked 
for  was  the  meaning  of  ''  S.T.D." 

There  is  a  solid  reason  for  the  anxiety 
of  these  good  men  to  decorate  their 
names  with  as  many  letters  as  they  can 
annex,  for  the  power  of  the  degree  is 
remarkable.  It  adds  almost  visibly  to 
the  weight  of  the  ministerial  consciencer. 
His  *'  Bless  you,  my  children  "  air  is  all 
the  more  stupefying,  if  he  is  M.A., 
D.D.,  Litt.  D.,  and  P.P.S.A.,  P.P.M.E., 
which  means  President,  Pleasant  Sunday 
Afternoons ;  President,  Pleasant  Monday 
Evenings.  It  is  an  air  which  demoralises 
his  followers,  and  amongst  other  things 
tempts  some  of  the  more  susceptible 
young   men  of  his  flock   to  foist  them- 
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selves  off  in  strange  parts  of  the  country 
as  budding  degree-holders.  It  is  almost 
irresistible,  the  will-o'-the-wisp  which 
made  Marwood,  the  celebrated  hangman, 
who  was  a  consciencer,  take  to  local 
preaching,  and  which  caused  the  late 
public  executioner,  Billington,  another 
consciencer,  when  travelling  on  circuit,  to 
wear  a  silk  hat,  a  little  black  tie,  a  frock 
coat,  and  a  small  black  bag  in  which  the 
general  public  were  led  to  believe  he 
carried  his  sermon.  And  so  he  did,  but 
it  was  much  shorter  and  more  effective, 
being  the  rope,  than  any  other  sermon 
on  record.  I  remember  conversing  with 
him  one  awful  winter  morning  in  the 
caged  entrance  to  a  gaol,  when  he  had 
just  hanged  two  men.  He  looked  like  a 
ministerial  consciencer,  and  it  must  have 
been  a  consciencer  official — no  other 
humorist  would  have  done  it — who  was 
inspired  to  give  one  of  the  culprits  a 
book  to  read  between  breakfast  and 
burial,  which  of  all  books  in  the  world 
was  the  Leisure  Hour. 

But  it  is  not  every  man  who  craves  for 
a  degree  to  whom  the  honour  is  vouch- 
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safed.  A  certain  amount  of  intelligence 
is  needed  to  secure  one,  but  such  is  the 
astonishingly  low  mental  condition  of 
some  of  the  students  who  are  put  forward 
by  the  NON  CON  FORM'I  STCON- 
SCIENCE  that  the  irreducible  minimum 
of  learning  cannot  be  driven  into  them. 

Let  us  have  some  proof.  It  is  afforded 
by  Wales — gallant  httle  Wales  of  romantic 
reputation.  There  is  at  Cardiff  the  South 
Wales  Baptist  College,  and  in  July,  1902, 
the  annual  general  meeting  was  held  in 
the  College  library.  The  report  of  the 
committee  was  submitted  by  Principal 
W.  Edwards,  B.A.,  D.D.,  and  stated  that 
the  College  commenced  the  year  with  22 
students.  Six  students  were  admitted  at 
the  commencement  of  the  session.  Let 
me  quote  from  the  report  in  the  South 
Wales  Daily  News  of  July  4,  1902  : — 

''  One  of  the  saddest  features  in  connec- 
tion with  the  ministry  at  present  was  the 
number  of  young  men  who  became 
pastors  without  any  theological  training. 
Many  of  late  who  had  been  but  a  short 
time  in  some  school  or  University  College 
had  accepted  invitations  to  churches. 
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"  The  Rev  A.  Fuller  Mills,  of  Carmar- 
then, '  regretted  the  fact  that  so  many 
students  from  different  schools  in  Wales, 
without  any  theological  training,  were 
called  to  the  pastorate  of  large  churches. 
.  .  .  No  one  wished  to  act  cruelly  or 
arbitrarily  towards  these  young  men,  yet 
there  ought  to  be  some  clear  rule  that 
they  should  not  be  allowed  to  accept 
pastorates.  .  .  .  They  were  losing  the 
rich,  and  they  did  not  want  to  lose  them  ; 
and  they  were  losing  intelligent  young 
men  and  women  from  congregations 
where  there  were  ministers  who  had  not 
passed  properly  through  a  collegiate 
course  and  reached  certain  attainments.'  " 

Are  you  startled  to  learn,  after  this, 
that  there  is  not,  amongst  the  whole  of 
the  Welsh  Baptist  ministers,  a  graduate 
of  any  sort  ? 

To  keep  himself  before  the  public 
the  ministerial  consciencer  will  adopt 
devices  which  are  worthy  of  the  sort  of 
actress  who,  if  she  cannot  achieve 
fame  in  any  other  way,  will  go  into  the 
Divorce  Court  or  steal  her  own  "jewels." 
The  Education  Act  gave   him  a  glorious 

49 


NONCONFORMIST   CONSCIENCE 

opportunity,  aud  he  seized  it.  That 
measure  brought  to  a  head  the  ludicrous 
bombast  which  is  inherent  in  him.  Being 
a  man  who  beheves  in  the  Hberty  of  the 
subject  only  when  he  has  the  ordering  of 
things,  he  resents  inclusion  in  the  measure. 
He  declines  to  adhere  to  the  principle  of 
the  greatest  good  of  the  greatest  number, 
and  seeing  a  splendid  opening  for  playing 
to  the  gallery  he  rushed  to  take  advantage 
of  it.  The  Free  Church  ministers  of 
Haverfordwest,  in  South  Wales,  appear 
to  be  associated  with  a  concern  called  the 
Ministers'  Fraternal  Union  in  that  town, 
and  when  the  Education  Act  was  well 
before  the  pubhc  they  put  upon  the  paper 
for  their  next  meeting  the  following  pro- 
position : — 

"  To  make  arrangements  for  pulpit 
supplies  during  our  period  of  incarceration 
for  conspiracy  against  payment  of  the 
new  education  rate." 

They  are  condemned  out  of  their  own 
mouths,  for  they  plead  guilty  to  "  con- 
spiracy," which  is ''  lawless  combination." 

Could  anything  be  more  idiotic  ?  Could 
such  folly  be   perpetrated  if   these  men 
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had  something  useful  to  fill  in  their  time 
with  ?  What  does  the  bombast  amount 
to  at  the  worst  ?  A  pleasant  experience 
in  gaol,  as  first-class  misdemeanants,  with 
papers  to  read,  friends  to  weep  and  cackle 
over  them,  plenty  of  food  to  eat  and  tea 
and  strong  waters  to  drink ;  a  month  or 
so  of  shoddy  martyrdom,  and  at  the  end 
of  it  a  promise  of  glory  for  Hfe  and  a  brass 
band  to  lead  them  back  to  the  bethel, 
unless  in  the  meantime  a  fellow 
consciencer  has  made  the  most  of  his 
time  and  had  a  '*  call "  to  fill  the  vacant 
tub-thump-chair.  Observe  the  length  of 
the  word  they  use,  '^  incarceration," 
deliberately  selected,  although  "gaoling" 
would  be  more  suitable.  If  these  good 
men  had  thought  that  the  result  of  their 
law-breaking  would  be  a  month's  hard 
labour  and  "  skilly  "  we  should  never  have 
witnessed  such  an  exhibition  of  pitiful 
pusillanimity. 

But  this  organised  law-breaking  has 
developed  into  a  large  and  important 
subject  and  I  have  given  a  separate 
chapter  to  its  consideration. 

Try  as  hard  as  you  will  you  cannot  get 
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away  from  the  unpleasant  fact  that  the 
ministerial  consciencer  is  a  groveller  before 
worldly  riches  and  a  toady  of  the  worst 
type.  He  will  erupt  into  the  Doxology 
on  the  slightest  pretext  of  liberality  on 
the  part  of  a  staunch  supporter  of  his 
creed.  Look  at  this  illustration  from  a 
NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE 
newspaper's  report  of  the  last  Primitive 
Methodist  Conference  at  Newcastle  : — 

"  Twice  this  morning  in  gladness  of 
heart,  the  Doxology  has  been  sung. 
After  the  opening  hymn  and  prayer,  the 
President  made  reference  to  the  services 
of  the  day  preceding,  and  especially  of 
the  great  camp  meeting.  The  spirit  of 
the  fathers  lives  on  in  the  children. 
Many  souls  had  been  saved.  The  day 
would  be  remembered  for  years.  He  sug- 
gested that  they  should  sing  the  Doxology. 
The  singing  was,  indeed,  a  thanksgiving. 
The  triumphant  verse  was  sung  three 
hours  later  in  praise  to  God  for  Mr 
Hartley's  magnificent  gifts.  ...  He 
(Mr  Hartley)  did  not  advise  that  they 
should  tinker  with  the  existing  College, 
but  that  they  should  erect  a  new  college 
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on  the  site  adjoining.  He  asked  the 
Conference  to  give  him  the  pleasure  of 
erecting  and  furnishing  the  new  college 
at  his  own  cost,  and  until  the  Centenary 
Celebration,  he  would  pay  the  third  year's 
fees  of  the  students.  .  .  .  The  Confer- 
ence gasped,  as  Mr  Hartley  passed  from 
point  to  point.  Men  turned  and  looked 
at  one  another  in  almost  speechless 
wonder  and  gratitude.  They  were 
charmed  with  the  humility  and  magnani- 
mity of  spirit  revealed.  It  was  suggested 
that  the  Doxology  should  be  sung,  and, 
in  singing,  the  delegates  and  hearers 
found  relief  for  the  pent-up  feelings  of 
joy  and  praise." 

And  much  more  to  the  same  effect. 

I  can  imagine  those  speechless  looks  at 
one  another,  just  as  readily  as  I  can 
picture  the  shouts  of  joy  and  the  satis- 
faction of  the  donor  who  took  such  excel- 
lent care  that  his  giving-lights  should 
not  be  hidden  under  a  bushel.  Your 
consciencer  rarely  does  good  by  stealth ; 
if  he  is  guilty  of  such  an  indiscretion  he 
makes  amends  by  not  blushing  when  he 
finds  it  fame. 
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The  ministerial  consciencer  is  a  vain 
man,  and  when  fully  primed  regards  the 
words  that  are  in  him,  clamouring  for 
utterance,  as  the  most  vital  that  could 
be  expressed.  Here  again  proof  is 
necessary,  and  it  is  promptly  furnished. 
In  the  issue  of  the  South  Wales  Daily 
News  to  which  I  have  referred  there  is 
the  report  of  a  public  meeting  which 
followed  the  annual  gatherings  of  the 
South  Wales  Baptist  College.  The 
report  contains  the  heading,  ''  Extra- 
ordinary Incident :  "  and  this  paragraph: 

The  next  speaker,  according  to  the  programme, 
was  the  Rev  Charles  Williams,  late  of  Accring- 
ton,  to  hear  whom  a  large  number  in  the  con- 
gregation had  specially  attended  the  meeting. 
The  proceedings  had  commenced  a  little  after 
7  p.m.,  and  it  was  just  after  9  p.m.  when  the 
chairman,  amidst  great  applause,  called  upon  the 
veteran  Baptist  divine  to  address  the  meeting 
on  "  The  Baptists  outside  Britain  " — a  subject 
specially  appropriate  from  the  fact  that  the  rev. 
gentleman  has  just  returned  home  after  an 
extended  tour  in  foreign  countries.  Upon  rising 
the  Rev  Charles  Williams  was  again  warmly 
greeted,  but  his  opening  sentence,  produced  the 
keenest  disappointment.  "  Mr  Chairman  and 
friends,"  said  he,  "  it  is  now  after  nine  o'clock, 
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and  for  42  years  I  have  made  it  a  rule  never  to 
start  to  speak  in  public  after  9  at  night !  "  And 
then  he  resumed  his  seat.  Shortly  afterwards 
Principal  Edwards  rose  and  made  a  strong- 
appeal  to  the  rev.  gentleman  to  deliver  his 
address,  declaring  that  all  present  would  be 
bitterly  disappointed  if  they  did  not  hear  him. 
The  Rev  Charles  Williams  replied  that  he  was 
very  sorry.  He  was  also  very  disappointed,  for 
he  had  come  a  long  way  to  address  that 
meeting  ;  but — it  was  after  nine  o'clock,  and  he 
could  not  break  his  rule  of  a  lifetime.  The  Rev 
W.  E.  Winks  and  others  again  endeavoured  to 
persuade  the  rev.  gentleman  to  give  his  address, 
but  he  firmly  declined,  and  soon  afterwards  the 
meeting  terminated  by  the  singing  of  the 
Doxology. 

The  performance  was  certainly  a  very 
remarkable  one.  Bear  in  mind  that  a 
large  number  of  people  had  gone  specially 
to  hear  the  veteran^  and  that  he  himself 
had  travelled  a  long  distance  to  address 
the  meeting ;  and  yet,  apparently 
because  he  could  not  have  a  monopoly 
of  the  speaking  time,  he  sulked  liked  a 
spoilt  child  and  refused  to  talk.  So 
there  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  cover 
the  general  confusion  by  hurrying  up 
with  the   Doxology — which  most  people 
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in  the  circumstances  would  have  sung 
very  kistily.  After  all,  the  veteran's 
loss  was  doubtless  a  vast  deal  keener 
than  the  meeting's. 

As  it  is  in  other  walks  of  life  so  it 
is  with  ministerial  consciencers  —  few 
achieve  distinction,  but  when  they  do 
attain  that  limited  eminence  which  alone 
is  open  to  them,  inasmuch  as  they  can 
never  escape  from  their  environment, 
they  are  objects  of  envy.  The  successful 
ministerial  consciencer's  admirers  will 
flock  to  see  him  as  enthusiastically  as 
the  mad  people  who  used  to  block  the 
causeways  about  the  Lyceum  Theatre 
for  long  hours  on  a  first  night,  eating 
buns  and  using  each  other  as  pillows. 
Listen  to  this  : — 

"  A  unique  sight  was  witnessed  at  the 
annual  preaching  meetings  or '  Cymanfa ' 
of  the  Welsh  Baptists  of  Denbighshire 
and  Flintshire,  held  at  Rhosllanerchiugog 
last  week.  The  chapel  was  packed  as 
early  as  six  in  the  morning,  and  the 
Welsh  'hywl'  was  seen  at  its  height. 
Two  of  the  preachers  were  natives  of  the 
place,  and  when  they  were  boys  worked 
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as  colliers  in  the  pit,  and  now  both  of 
of  them  have  the  degree  of  D.D.,  and 
are  pastors  of  prosperous  churches  in 
America." 

I  do  not  know  what  the  Welsh  words 
mean  or  how  they  are  uttered,  but  I 
think  I  am  right  in  saying  that  ''hwyl" 
is  pronounced  "  howl."  I  congratulate 
the  illustrious  colHers,  and  should  like  to 
know  where  their  degrees  of  "  D.D."  came 
from. 

You  will  not  find  a  ministerial 
consciencer  going  on  with  work  that 
does  not  suit  him,  however  much  he  may 
prate  about  ''calls,"  if  he  can  shuffle  out 
of  it.  The  Wesleyan  bodies  are  particu- 
larly guilty  of  ringing  the  changes  in  this 
respect.  Their  circuit  system  allows  of 
the  Rev  This,  who  is  a  man  of  family — 
his  father  having  arranged  for  a  monu- 
ment to  be  erected  in  memory  of  himself — 
going  to  some  fashionable  seaside  resort 
which  will  match  his  wife's  new  bonnet ; 
but  the  Rev  That,  who  is  nobody  in 
particular,  and  cannot  influence  the 
bodies  who  control  the  circuit  plans,  has 
to  go  where  he  is  sent,  and  that  is  just 
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where  no  other  ministerial  consciencer 
will  live  if  he  can  help  it.  It  was  lately 
stated  that  owing  to  the  fact  that  a 
northern  town  did  not  suit  his  health, 
or  that  of  his  wife,  a  certain  reverend 
gentleman  had  decided  to  leave  his 
circuit.  And  presumably  his  employers 
are  going  to  let  him  go.  It  does  not 
suit  most  of  us  to  do  many  things,  but 
we  are  not  able,  like  ministerial  con- 
sciencers,  to  throw  up  the  sponge. 

It  is  a  popular  and  cherished  delusion 
concerning  the  NONCONFORMIST- 
CONSCIENCE  that  the  curses  of  pride, 
aloofness  and  superiority  have  been 
eUminated  from  its  disciples  ;  it  is  further 
beUeved  that  the  grand  dream  of  hberty 
and  equality  has  been  triumphantly 
accomplished  by  that  chosen  band,  the 
consciencers.  The  greatest  belief  of  all 
is  that  consciencers  have  realised  the 
glorious  dream  of  brotherhood,  and  that 
the  man  in  the  ranks  is  just  as  good  as 
that  awesome  creature  the  deacon,  if  not 
quite  so  exalted  as  the  minister  himself. 
All  these  are  delusions  of  the  first 
magnitude,    for    amongst     consciencers 
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there  is  a  lack  of  freedom,  an  absence  of 
equality  and  a  want  of  brotherhood 
which  are  worthy  of  a  West  End  Church. 

And  the  chief  cause  of  all  this  is  the 
backboneless  minister.  He  identifies 
himself,  knowing  on  which  side  his 
bread  is  most  thickly  buttered,  with 
the  people  in  his  chapel  who  pay  the 
piper,  and  they  are  the  very  people 
whose  incomes  depend  largely  on  the 
repression  of  foolish  dreams  like  brother- 
hood and  equaUty.  How  are  such  ideals 
consistent  with  running  a  large  mill  or 
colliery  whose  prosperity  would  cease  to 
exist  if  it  were  not  for  the  incessant 
toil  of  the  armies  of  men  and  women, 
girls  and  boys,  who  are  kept  in  a  bondage 
the  like  of  which  does  not  exist  in  either 
the  navy  or  the  army,  and  is  to  be 
found  only  in  gaol  ? 

Constant  truckling  to  this  sort  of 
person  brings  to  a  head  the  latent 
snobbishness  and  toadying  which  are 
characteristics  of  the  minister.  He 
engenders  a  healthy  contempt  for  his 
poorer  fellow-creatures,  and  to  such  a 
degree   of  fineness    has    this   particular 
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quality  been  absorbed  and  developed 
by  the  lesser  lights  of  the  bethel,  thai 
you  will  find  doorkeepers  who  can 
relegate  poor  visitors  to  a  back  seat — 
dark  and  uncushioned — as  readily  as 
they  can  fall  over  themselves  in  their 
anxiety  to  open  the  pew-door,  near  the 
rostrum  or  the  pulpit,  of  the  great  man 
who  drives  to  the  chapel  in  a  two-horse 
chariot — on  the  panels  of  which  there  is 
a  new  and  flagrant  coat-of-arms — and 
who  keeps  a  fond  eye  on  the  corner  in 
which  a  marble  tablet  will  in  the  fulness 
of  time  be  placed  to  his  memory,  with  a 
record  of  his  virtues,  unless  bankruptcy 
or  prison  intervenes. 

The  quality  of  mercy  is  strained  and 
pinched  in  the  ministerial  consciencer. 
Just  now  he  is  weaving  around  an  army 
of  children  one  of  the  most  colossal  nets 
of  bondage  that  was  ever  devised.  It  is 
a  peculiarity  of  his  cowardice  that  he 
should  assail  the  young  and  trammel 
the  undeveloped  mind  with  a  burden  of 
useless  information.  He  has  thrown 
out  his  intellectual  tentacles  so  far  as  to 
cover    the    period    between    1906    and 
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1911,  for  an  International  Sunday  School 
Convention  at  Washington  has  completed 
its  work  of  arranging  the  plans  for  the 
lessons  for  those  six  years. 

Look   at   the   fare   they  offer  for  the 
infant  mind.     I  will  not  give  the  whole 
programme — ^it    is    too    appalling,    but 
here  are  some   selections  :— "  Studies   in 
the  Synoptic  Gospels  "  ;  "  Victories  of  the 
Patriarchs";  ^'The  Making  of   Israel" 
"  The  Expansion  of  the  Early  Church  " 
"The    Glory    and   Decline   of    Israel" 
"The  Captivity  and  Return  of   Israel.' 
Tacked    on    to    those    allurements    are 
studies    of    eminent    old   gentlemen,   as 
"  Moses  to  Samuel,"  "  Samuel  to  Isaiah," 
"  Isaiah  to  Malachi." 

Six  years  of  worthless  texts !  Six 
years  of  blight  for  opening  young  lives ! 
Six  years'  soUd  preparation  for  a  host  of 
boys  and  girls  when  they  become  men 
and  women  to  be  sickened  with  the 
gloom  that  every  Sunday  brings,  and  to 
say  with  Arthur  Clennam,  "  How  I  have 
hated  this  day! " 

And  this  is  but  the  initial  work  of  a 
committee  of  consciencers  who  represent 
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more  than  twenty  million  Sunday  School 
children  and  workers,  and  of  which  a 
reverend  "Doctor"  in  Toronto  is 
chairman. 

Twenty  millions  of  children  in  the 
clutches  of  ministers  who  have  nothing 
better  to  do  with  their  time  than  draw  up 
a  "  plan  "  of  "  lessons  "  like  these ! 

God  help  the  poor  little  devils !  If 
they  quote  the  texts  at  all  in  after  days 
it  will  be  to  cloak  either  roguery  or 
hypocrisy;  or  in  the  spirit  of  gleeful 
jibing  at  Biblical  characters  which  was 
displayed  by  an  American  ministerial 
consciencer  who  told  a  little  story  of 
the  States  for  my  especial  benefit.  It 
was  this.  A  pious  maiden  lady  who 
worshipped  in  an  American  bethel  was 
in  the  habit  of  prophesying  that  in  the 
years  to  come,  when  her  due  reward 
arrived,  she  would  repose  in  Abraham's 
bosom.  A  young  man  who  was  accus- 
tomed to  the  forecast  and  was  wearied 
by  it,  left  the  village,  returning  after 
many  years  to  find  that  the  good 
woman  had  departed.  In  a  spirit  of  duty 
he  visited   her   tombstone,  and   in  a  fit 
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of    Sunday    School    unrighteousness   he 
scribbled  on  the  headstone  : — 

'*  Miss  Mary  Ann  is  now  at  rest, 
Well  cuddled  up  on  Abraham's  breast, 
'Tis  very  nice  for  Mary  Ann, 
But  very  tough  on  Abraham." 

I  will  give  a  further  and  final  illustra- 
tion of  the  ministerial  consciencer's  way 
of  neglecting  his  obvious  duty  of  fulfilling 
some  helpful  purpose  in  relation  to  his 
fellow-men.  A  few  years  ago  I  made  a 
two-days'  tour  of  the  slums  of  a  large 
city  in  the  company  of  one  of  the 
surgeons  of  a  hospital  who  was  visiting 
out-patients.  No  feature  of  that  sadden- 
ing expedition  distressed  me  more  than 
the  visit  to  a  woman  and  her  little 
children  who,  in  a  squalid  room  which 
actually  overlooked  the  main  entrance 
to  a  NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE 
place  of  worship,  and  was  not  five  yards 
from  it,  were  starving  and  suffering. 
Twice  every  Sunday  and  once  a  week 
at  least  the  NONCONFORMISTCON- 
SCIENCE in  its  Sabbath  best  tramped 
past  the  hovel  and  trooped  into  thechapel, 
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and  to  the  wretched  family  there  came  the 
peals  of  the  organ  and  the  tear-drowned 
voices  of  the  worshippers.  The  building 
was  an  active  centre — and  I  dare  say 
still  is — for  foreign  missionary  enterprise. 
These  very  workers  sang: — 

**  If  you  cannot  cross  the  ocean 
And  the  heathen  lands  explore, 
You  can  find  the  heathen  nearer — 
You  can  find  him  at  your  door." 

And  yet^  while  the  consciencers  cast 
their  pious  eyes  to  China,  they  never 
looked  round  the  corner ! 

There  again  you  have  the  mark  of  the 
ministerial  consciencer  —  the  blind  in- 
difference to  duties  over  which  he 
stumbles  scores  of  times  a  year.  You 
may  put  the  very  nose  of  him  against  an 
evil,  and  he  will  refuse  to  see  it,  he  is 
powerless  to  see  it,  unless  it  comes 
directly  within  the  sphere  of  his  crippling 
training  to  detect  it.  He  has  been 
brought  up  in  a  rut,  and  cannot  get  out 
of  it  any  more  than  an  engine  can  run 
off  straight  rails.  His  mind  is  so  befogged 
with  abstract  problems  that  he  has  lost 
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all  power  of  originality,  and  goes  through 
life  in  an  almost  impenetrable  mental 
mist. 

I  have  said  that  one  of  his  great 
defects  is  his  grotesque  patronage  of  lay 
people  and  others  who  are  not  so  well 
favoured  by  luck  as  he  has  been.  Let 
me  give  him  a  word  of  warning,  which  is 
this — Let  him  put  aside  an  attribute 
which  does  not  become  him,  and  which 
he  is  not  competent  to  bear;  and  re- 
member that  if  there  is  to  be  patronage 
at  all  the  average  Englishman  would 
rather  it  came  from  a  clergyman,  who 
as  a  rule  is  a  gentleman,  than  from  a 
ministerial  consciencer,  who,  as  a  rule,  is 
not. 
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CHAPTER  II 

THE   NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE   IN 
PRINT 

An  unwillingness  to  pro\dde  a  cheap 
advertisement  for  NONCONFORMIST- 
CONSCIENCE  scribes  —  a  consciencer 
gives  grudgingly,  and  it  must  not  be 
forgotten  that  I  have  been  one — almost 
made  me  determine  to  exclude  from  this 
book  a  chapter  dealing  with  them ;  but 
their  whole  tone  is  so  demoralising,  and 
their  wares  so  pernicious,  that  a  chapter 
is  essential,  if  only  for  the  protection  of 
the  young  people  who  may  yet  be  saved 
from  the  tentacles  of  the  NONCON- 
FORMISTCONSCIENCE octopus. 

A  man  who  resolves  to  deal  with  such 
a  task  had  need  gird  up  his  loins,  for  he 
has  to  struggle  through  a  veritable  slough 
of  desponding  print.  But  let  us  make  a 
valiant   beginning,   let   us   fill    ourselves 
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with  the  fire  of  zeal  of  a  good  man,  who, 
at  a  conference,  has  got  firmly  on  his 
legs  and  made  up  his  mind  to  have  his 
say,  and  refuses  to  be  stopped  either  by 
the  clamour  of  the  presidential  bell,  or 
howled  down  by  other  consciencers  who 
want  to  get  a  long,  long  word  in. 

Let  us  begin  at  the  beginning,  which 
may  now  be  reckoned  the  Daily  News, 
because  the  Daily  News  has  six  times 
more  opportunities  of  inflicting  misery 
upon  people  and  leading  them  astray 
than  any  other  organ  of  its  own  peculiar 
sort  and  standing.  The  Daily  News  is 
published  every  week-day,  and  we  may 
be  thankful  to  the  NONCONFORMIST- 
CONSCIENCE  for  one  thing  — it  is 
against  Sunday  newspapers,  so  we  are 
mercifully  delivered  from  a  Sabbath 
edition  of  this  particular  production. 

The  Daily  News  has  a  noble  past.  In 
the  days  when  it  was  a  power  and  did 
good  in  the  land  there  were  some  splendid 
virile  Englishmen  writing  for  it — who 
does  not  remember  Archibald  Forbes 
and  his  wonderful  achievements  in  its 
columns  ?     It     has    had    eminent    men 
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amongst  its  people  and  contributors,  for 
Charles  Dickens  was  the  first  editor,  and 
Andrew  Lang  did  tolerable  service  for  it 
until  he  degenerated  into  a  literary  rag- 
bag. 

But  those  were  the  days  of  blood  and 
bone,  beef  and  beer,  when  the  Daily 
News  fought  broadly  and  fairly,  and 
when  it  gave  one  pleasure  and  encourage- 
ment to  read  its  pages.  They  were  the 
times  of  stirring  headhnes  and  rousing 
columns,  of  first-rate  literary  workman- 
ship and  thrilling  exploits  in  the  journal- 
istic field. 

All  that  is  changed  now,  and  the  Daily 
News  would  clap  into  gaol  every  English- 
man who  does  not  go  to  chapel  and 
refuses  to  drink  cocoa.  Its  dulness  is 
deadly ;  its  narrowness  can  be  compassed 
with  a  hand-span ;  and  it  affects 
a  jocularity  which  is  as  bodiless  as 
watered  tinned  milk.  Its  very  type 
and  make-up  bespeak  the  NONCON- 
FORMISTCONSCIENCE. 

Let  us  fortify  ourselves  with  a  little 
refreshment  and  a  cigar,  and  then  make 
an    instant    onslaught    on    its    columns 

68 


THE  N.C.  IN  PRINT 

before  our  courage   oozes  and  we  recoil 
from  the  appalling  task. 

The  reader's  gloom  and  bewilderment 
begin  with  the  headlines.  Here  are  a 
few : — 

THE  RELIGIOUS  CENSUS   FOR  LONDON. 
THE   FIGURES    FOR   SHOREDITCH. 

A  FINE  DAY. 


POPULATION,      115,796.      MALES,      56,739; 
FEMALES,  59,057. 

I  do  not  know  what  '^  A  Fine  Day " 
means,  unless  it  refers  to  the  gratifying 
results  of  the  census ;  if  not,  it  is  unfair 
to  rob  the  weather  department  of  the 
journal,  which  is  the  only  attractive 
feature  it  possesses. 

THE  RELIGIOUS  WORLD. 

PERSONAL. 

THE  EDITOR'S  POST-BAG. 

TABLE-TALK. 

THE  METROPOLIS. 

HOME-NOTES. 

THE  PROVINCES. 

CHILDREN'S  CORNER. 

These   eight   headlines    are   from   one 
issue  of  the  journal — Saturday,  June  6th, 

69 


NONCONFORMIST   CONSCIENCE 

1903,  if  anybody  cares  to  look  it  up — 
and  they  are  standing  features.  They 
are  so  parochial  and  lacking  in  any  gleam 
of  originality  that  they  would  secure  the 
discharge  without  benefit  of  notice  of 
any  sub-editor  on  any  self-respecting 
country  paper  who  perpetrated  them. 
Only  one  full-head  shows  any  mental 
resourcefulness.     That  is 

"  MANY  INVENTIONS." 

It  refers  to  patents,  and  is  cribbed  from 
Kipling.  There  is  another  which  is 
certainly  fresh — 

•«  SPEARING  THE  TORY  CUTTLEFISH  ;  " 

but  the  meaning  is  not  obvious  without 
going  through  two-and-a-half  columns 
of  Campbell-Bannerman  at  Perth,  and 
my  spirit,  fortified  though  it  is,  is  not 
equal  to  that.  I  do  not,  strange  to  say, 
find  the  cross-head  ''  Over  the  Cocoa- 
Cup."  Let  it,  I  urgently  pray,  be  intro- 
duced at  once — and  let  me  write  the 
column. 

The  letterpress  under  these  headings  is 
just  what  you  would  expect — only  in  one 
instance    it   is   worse,   and   that   is   the 
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'*  Children's  Corner."  One  hundred  and 
twenty-five  Hnes — I  have  counted  them  ; 
fifteen  and  three-eights  of  an  inch  of 
space — I  have  measured  it,  of  a  penny 
London  morning  paper,  on  a  Saturday, 
too, — are  given  up  to  brain-softening 
trash  about  a  pussy-cat. 

Listen : — 

''  My  Dear  Children, — Such  a  funny 
thing  has  happened !  Just  as  I  was 
sitting  quiet  to  think  over  what  I  should 
write  to  you  all  to-day,  black  pussy, 
who  was  sitting  in  stately  majesty  by 
my  study  chair,  suddenly  sprang  up  with 
unusual  agility  and  caught  hold  of  my 
pen  with  her  little  black  paw,  uttering 
loud  exclamations — maiou,  I  mean. 

"  The  gong  has  just  sounded  for  dinner, 
and  black  pussy  has  strolled  leisurely  to 
the  door,  and  is  now  looking  at  me 
reproachfully,  as  much  as  to  say  that 
she  must  not  be  kept  waiting.  As  I 
am  decidedly  in  awe  of  pussy's  claws  I 
must  hasten  to  obey,  and  say  '  Goodbye, 
dear  children,  till  next  week,' — Your 
loving  "Aunt  Medina." 
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Gracious  powers  !  To  think  that  there 
are  children  who  have  to  swallow  this 
sort  of  thing  with  their  morning  cocoa ! 
I  do  not  want  to  be  hard  on  Aunt 
Medina.  She  may  be  in  private  life  a 
charming  young  person  who  has  no 
nieces,  or  she  may  be  like  a  lady  I  once 
met  who  indulged  in  the  same  sort  of 
thing,  was  developing  obesity,  had  fenders 
and  furniture  sent  to  her  office  for  review, 
and  said  ''somethink"  and  "  nothink." 
The  fault  is  not  Aunt  Medina's :  it  is 
entirely  the  fault  of  the  Daily  News, 
and  that  organ  is  to  blame  because  it 
has  fallen  into  the  clutches  of  the  NON- 
CONFORMISTCONSCIENCE. 

The  Daily  News  does  not,  curiously 
enough,  claim  to  have  a  bigger  circu- 
lation than  any  other  London  morning 
newspaper.  It  does,  however,  claim  to 
be  "  London's  Best."  It  is  not  very 
clever  to  say  it,  but  I  must  ask  the 
question,  "What  must  'London's  Worst' 
be?" 

We  will  pass  to  another  organ  which 
affects  the  NONCONFORMISTCON- 
SCIENCE  and  which  is  called  the  British 
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Weekly.  It  is  ^'  a  Journal  of  Social  and 
Christian  Progress,"  and  the  price  is 
one  penny.  Its  editor  is  the  Rev  W.  R. 
Nicoll,  M.A.,  LL.D.,  a  Free  Church 
minister  who  writes  letters  to  himself 
under  various  disguises.  He  possesses 
astonishing  energy,  and  may  be  described 
as  a  Free-Church-Minister-Editor-Poet- 
Critic-Literary-Man.  He  has  great 
power  and  standing  in  the  field  of 
NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE 
literature  and  journalism,  and  can  make 
an  author  as  easily  as  the  King  can  make 
a  peer ;  though  occasionally  the  creations 
seem  to  be  equally  valueless.  I  have 
never  met  or  seen  Dr  Nicoll ;  he  has  never 
set  eyes  on  me.  Perhaps  we  have  cause 
for  mutual  congratulations. 

To  proceed.  The  British  Weekly  is 
what  you  would  safely  call  a  respectable 
paper.  You  could  read  it  in  an  A. B.C. 
shop  and  need  not  hide  it  under  the 
table  when  the  seat  next  you  is  taken 
by  a  good  pastor  from  a  country  bethel 
who  orders  cocoa  and  thinks  he  is  seeing 
Hfe.  It  is  steeped  to  the  bone  in  the 
NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE,     its 
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most  brilliant  articles  are  interspersed 
with  advertisements  advising  you  to 
drink  somebody's  teas  and  urging  ladies 
and  gentlemen  to  sell  their  old  teeth, 
for  you  must  remember  that  £  s.  d.  lies 
at  the  very  root  of  the  NONCONFOR- 
MISTCONSCIENCE,  and  these  inserted 
"ads."  pay  very  well  indeed.  If  there 
is  a  great  NONCONFORMISTCON- 
SCIENCE  event  there  will  be  the  special 
representative  of  the  British  Weekly  and 
in  due  course  he  will  turn  out  his  mar- 
vellous twaddle  for  the  glow  and  glory 
of  his  fellow-consciencers,  and  to  en- 
courage them  in  their  wrong-headed 
tactics. 

Let  us  have  a  few  extracts  from  his 
flowery  productions.  There  is  a  rousing 
subject,  and  the  ^'special"  has  risen  to 
it.  It  is  "The  Great  Hyde  Park  De- 
monstration. Mass  Meeting  of  Free 
Churchmen."  Here  are  some  of  the 
shining  gems : — 

"  At  three  o'clock  on  Saturday  after- 
noon the  procession  is  marshaled  out- 
side Westbourne  Park  Baptist  Church. 
The  red  banner  of  the  P.S.A.  is  unfurled 
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at  the  head  of  the  hne ;  behind  it  are 
the  bandsmen,  and  on  the  pavement, 
welcoming  each  newcomer  with  cordial 
hand-grasp,  is  the  hero  of  the  education 
battle,  Dr  Clifford.  I  can  hardly  de- 
scribe how  youthful  Dr  Clifford  looks 
in  his  neatly -fitting  grey  summer  suit,  and 
round  white  straw  hat.  So  we  have 
been  accustomed  to  see  him  on  Saturday 
rambles,  but  to-day  he  has  sterner  work 
in  prospect.  There  is  a  blue  cornflower 
in  his  buttonhole  .  .  . 

"  Now  the  deacons  arrive  .  .  . 

''The  workers  of  Westbourne  Park 
close  round  Dr  Clifford  like  officers  about 
their  general  .  .  . 

"  Our  numbers  are  increasing  rapidly ; 
a  hum  of  happy  talk  rises  as  friends 
exchange  greetings,  and  looks  of  admira- 
tion are  directed  towards  Dr  Clifford  as 
he  walks  along  the  line,  reviewing  his 
gallant  army  .  .  . 

"We  are  still  far  down  the  street, 
when  a  great  cheer  warns  us  that  Dr 
Clifford  is  entering  the  Park  .  .  . 

"  Close  to  Mr  Meyer's  platform,  near 
the  banner  of  the  Free  Church  Council, 
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floats  the  flag  of  the  French  Pohshers' 
Union.  Further  off  is  the  emblem  of 
the  Coal  Porters'  Association,  with  four 
barges  lying  at  a  wharf,  and  a  steamer 
on  a  green  ocean  in  the  background  .  .  . 

"  The  material  wants  of  the  thousands 
of  thirsty  people  are  not  forgotten,  and 
the  sellers  of  lemon-sherbet  must  have 
reaped  a  little  fortune. 

''  There  is  very  little  smoking,  and 
nothing  of  the  habit  which  so  often 
renders  these  outdoor  gatherings  intoler- 
able .  .  . 

''Not  a  word  reached  my  ears  that 
might  not  have  been  spoken  at  a  church 
social  evening  ..." 

You  might  suppose,  from  this  flatulent 
descriptive  matter,  that  Dr  Clifford  was 
going  to  lead  a  forlorn  hope  against  the 
Irish  members  of  Parliament,  instead  of  a 
windy  onslaught  on  British  Tories  who 
refuse  to  take  any  notice  of  him ;  you 
might  imagine  that  those  good  and  true 
men  the  deacons  had  bidden  a  passion- 
ate farewell  to  their  weeping  wives  and 
children,  instead  of  stepping  out  to  tub- 
thump  in  the  Park  and  impede  the  traffic 
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in  the  streets ;  you  might  infer  that  the 
"  gallant  army  "  were  going  to  assault  a 
policeman,  or  try  conclusions  with  a 
cabman,  or  do  something  else  reasonably 
desperate,  instead  of  fluttering  about  the 
reverend  figure  in  the  grey  summer  suit 
and  the  round  white  straw  hat,  with  a 
cornflower  in  his  buttonhole. 

"The  workers  of  Westbourne  Park 
close  round  Dr  Clifford  Uke  officers  about 
their  general." 

Could  drivelling  admiration  sink  lower 
than  this  ?  Such  a  general — grey  suit, 
round  white  straw  hat,  cornflower  in 
his  buttonhole!  Such  officers — petti- 
fogging bethel-mongers !  Such  a  "  gallant 
army" — all  the  riffraff  of  London  Non- 
conformity ! 

Could  there  be  a  cheaper  way  of  getting 
glory — or  a  safer  ?  These  men  gave 
themselves  the  airs  of  desperadoes,  and 
yet  it  all  ended  in  columns  of  reports, 
enhanced  fame — such  as  NONCONFOR- 
MISTCONSCIENCE  fame  can  be— and 
drinking  of  lemon-sherbet.  Then  home 
to  anxious  wife  and  children,  to  be 
clutched  round  the  neck  and  have  thanks 
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offered  for  safe  deliverance  from  Mr 
Balfour — poor,  harmless  creature  ! — and 
Mr  Chamberlain,  who  really  is  dangerous 
when  he  is  roused,  and  is  just  the  man, 
like  Mr  Justice  Grantham,  to  deal  with 
law-breaking  consciencers.  The  marvel 
is  that  men  of  spirit  Uke  French 
polishers  could  tolerate  such  proceedings, 
and  it  passes  credence  that  the  Coal 
Porters  could  so  far  forget  their  ancient 
heritage  of  beer  and  language  as  to  join 
in  such  a  throng. 

This  is  the  sort  of  fare  on  which  the 
NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE 
thrives  and  fattens,  and  the  British 
Weekly,  under  the  dictatorship  of  the 
Rev  W.  R.  Nicoll,  M.A.,  LL.D.,  is 
most  eminently  successful  in  provid- 
ing it. 

In  the  production  of  a  particularly 
distressing  kind  of  descriptive  slush  the 
Daily  News  is  as  great  a  sinner  as  the 
British  Weekly.  It  gives  a  column  called 
the  ^'sermon  of  the  week"  and  in  one 
of  its  issues  the  hero  is  the  Rev  W.  L. 
Watkinson,  whom  I  remember  hearing 
once,  and  whom  I  regarded — wrongly,  I 
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suppose,  as  a  humourist.     Says  the  Daily 
News : 

"  In  spite  of  deluges  of  rain  yesterday 
morning,  the  old  Wesleyan  Chapel,  in 
Bow-road,  with  its  gravelled  courtyard  and 
flourishing  trees,  presented  a  festive 
appearance.  The  massive  columns  in 
front,  with  sparrows  flitting  in  and  out  of 
the  interstices  in  their  florid  Corinthian 
capitals,  were  adorned  with  flags,  and 
inside  the  walls  and  galleries  were  covered 
with  gay-coloured  bannerettes,  shields,  and 
mottoes,  and  the  platform  surrounded  by 
palms  and  flowering  plants.  It  was  the 
anniversary  of  the  Poplar  and  Bow 
Mission,  and  the  preacher  was  the  Rev 
W.  L.  Watkinson,  ex-President  of  the 
Wesleyan  Conference,  and  editor  of 
the  Wesleyan  Magazine  and  the  London 
Quarterly.  Tall,  straight  and  slender, 
with  face  and  forehead  high  in  proportion 
to  their  breadth,  deep  graven  and  severe, 
and  framed  in  a  narrow  edge  of  grey,  Mr 
Watkinson  has  a  full  and  sympathetic 
voice,  and  at  times  his  countenance  is 
irradiated  by  a  smile  that  is  the  more 
striking  because  of  its  contrast  with  the 
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stern  thoughtfulness  of  his  features  in 
repose."  (Fearsome  Mr  Watkinson!) 
'^  He  took  a  rather  long  text." 

So  he  did — thirteen  lines,  io8  words,  to 
be  accurate — and  he  gave  a  rather  long 
sermon,  which,  judging  from  the  Daily 
News  column  report,  had  not  the  spark 
of  an  original  thought  in  it.  This  sort  of 
printed  adulation  is  going  far  to  ruin 
ministerial  consciencers  and  destroy 
any  simplicity  or  humility  they  may 
have  originally  possessed.  Even  on  its 
bill  in  Fleet  Street  the  Daily  News  gives 
the  photographs  of  four  prominent 
Liberals,  heading  the  claim  that  it  is 
"  London's  best."  It  is  enough  to  make 
a  jealous  ministerial  consciencer  have  a 
30  by  20  photograph  of  himself  taken  and 
go  in  the  night  and  plaster  it  on  the 
Daily  News  contents  board. 

Let  us  turn  to  another  branch  of  the 
subject.  We  have  dealt  with  the  so- 
called  literary  or  Nicoll-plated  goods 
department  of  the  British  Weekly;  now 
we  will  have  a  look  at  what  passes  for 
the  poetical.  We  must  remember  that 
all  that  is  given  is  choice  and  specially 
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selected,  for  ''  Correspondents  are  asked 
to  remember  that  we  do  not  wish  either 
poetry  or  idylls  to  be  sent  to  us,  and  that 
we  cannot  return  them."  Apparently 
they  give  their  poetry  out  Hke  washing, 
raising  it  to  the  high  level  of  commissioned 
work,  and  one  of  the  results  is  some 
memoriam  verses  about  ''The  Only 
Child,"  by  Annie  S.  Swan,  who  in  private 
life  is  a  Mrs  Smith,  and  by  profession  a 
NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE 
fiction-monger. 

'*  The  Iambs  are  crying  to  their  mothers, 
From  the  green  pastures  and  the  sunny  hill, 
But  on  our  hearts  lies  dark  the  shadow 
For  our  ewe  lamb  is  still. 

The  troutlets  in  the  pools  are  playing, 

And  all  the  eddies  ripple  in  the  sun. 

Oh,  everywhere  sweet  young  life  goes  a-maying 

And  only  ours  is  done. 

She  was  so  little,  tender,  clinging, 

To  go  out  in  the  darkness  all  alone  ; 

If  only  we  might  now  lie  down  beside  her. 

Oh,  we  should  make  no  moan  !  " 

Nor    would    anybody    else,    for    that 
matter. 
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Incredible  as  it  may  seem,  there  are 
thousands  of  NONCONFORMISTCON- 
SCIENCE  throats  which  will  tighten  on 
reading  stuff  like  this,  just  as  there  are 
thousands  of  NONCONFORMISTCON- 
SCIENCE  hearts  which  will  thump  Hke 
drums  on  reading  about  the  valiant 
achievements  of  the  consciencers  in  Hyde 
Park ;  and  yet  these  very  same  people 
would  Hsten  unmoved  to  the  story  of 
Isandhlwana  and  the  defence  of  Rorke's 
Drift,  and  a  fallen  daughter  or  prodigal 
son  might  knock  in  vain  at  the  doors  of 
their  rigidly-righteous  hearts  for  re- 
admission. 

We  will  finish  with  the  British  Weekly 
for  the  present,  merely  observing  that 
as  it  pretends  to  be  a  Christian  journal — 
of  course  it  is  nothing  of  the  sort,  being, 
like  the  Pink  'Un,  a  money-making 
concern — it  is  scarcely  justified  in 
refusing  to  return  MSS.,  which  is  an 
unchristian  thing  to  do ;  nor  would  it 
be  able  to  make  such  announcements 
as  that  MSS.  will  not  be  returned  were 
it  not  for  the  fact  that  swarms  of  con- 
sciencers have  been  driven  to  such  a  low 

82 


THE  N.C.  IN  PRINT 

mental  state  by  the  reading  provided 
for  them  that  they  also  thirst  to  be  in 
print,  and  doubtless  deluge  the  office 
with  all  sorts  of  contributions.  But 
papers  like  the  British  Weekly  have 
caused  the  mischief,  and  they  deserve 
to  bear  the  consequences.  Even  the 
Pink  'Un,  which  lays  no  claim  to 
conscience  of  any  sort,  and  is  all  the 
better  for  it,  treats  its  correspondents 
with  consideration. 

Reference  has  been  made  to  Mr  Meyer. 
As  this  gentleman  has  been  described 
by  the  British  Weekly  "  as  one  of  the 
foremost  champions  of  the  day,"  and 
as  he  represents  a  particular  type  of 
journalistic  consciencer,  I  will  deal  with 
him  here  briefly  and  be  done  with  him. 

He  is  always  at  the  front,  in  talk  and 
in  print,  and  even  when  he  is  holiday- 
making  abroad  he  keeps  in  touch  with 
his  adorers  by  means  of  penny  papers. 
I  happen  to  have  by  me  a  journal  called 
the  Christian — these  organs  infest  the 
bookstalls  almost  like  rabbits  overrun 
Australia — and  in  it  is  a  short  article 
entitled  ''  Mr  Meyer  to  His  Friends." 
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He  sends  the  stuff  from  Frankfort. 
Whether  this  is  the  reverend  gentleman's 
method  of  saving  postage  or  not  I  do 
not  know  :  but  at  Frankfort  he  had  been 
having  "  dehghtful  fellowship"  at  the 
''  hospitable  home "  of  Mr  and  Mrs 
Somebody,  "and  a  very  tender  and 
beautiful  incident  closed  the  gatherings." 
This,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  was  some 
general  slobber  about  the  brotherhood 
of  Great  Britain  and  Germany,  and  a 
German  vow  —  which  will  deceive  no- 
body on  this  side  of  the  North  Sea — that 
they  will  love  their  fellow-Britons  with 
a  love  that  will  be  '^  deeper  than  national 
differences."  The  audience  was  ''  deeply 
affected" — I  believe  they  drink  lager 
copiously  at  Frankfort :  also  they  make 
sausages  for  other  people  to  eat — and 
the  Reverend  Mr  Meyer  was  vastly 
touched  to  realise  that  he  could  do  "  a 
Httle,  however  httle,  to  draw  together 
these  great  peoples."  (At  the  time  of 
writing  there  has  been  a  street-fight 
between  British  soldiers  and  German 
sailors,  on  the  inspiriting  soil  of  Cork.) 
Here  is  the  finish — let  us  hurry  up  to 
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and  be  done  with  it.  "  Now  Wiesbaden, 
Diisseldorf,  and  Hamburg ;  then  home 
(in  the  Lord's  good  leading)  for  x\pril  i." 
(Appropriate  day  !)  ''  Please  still  pray 
for  me !  " 

Doubtless  the  good  sheep  of  the  flock 
did  as  they  were  called  upon  to  do, 
although  as  an  ex-consciencer  it  seems 
to  me  that  a  man  who  can  write  like 
that  is  past  praying  for. 

I  have  been  at  some  pains  to  show 
that  the  ministerial  consciencer  is  an 
inflated  gasbag,  who  considers  his  chief 
mission  in  life  to  be  the  abundant 
discharge  of  words.  He  does  not,  as  we 
have  seen,  confine  his  verbiage  to  the 
pulpit  or  the  rostrum — for  in  your 
NONCONFORMISTCON  SCIENCE 
bethels  the  pulpit  is  a  pulpit  when  it 
will  hold  only  one  man,  and  a  rostrum 
when  there  is  room  for  three  or  more 
performers — but  when  the  madness  of 
popularity  has  gripped  him  he  erupts 
all  through  the  NONCONFORMIST- 
CONSCIENCE  press,  and  there  is  as 
much  fighting  on  the  part  of  NONCON- 
FORMISTCONSCIENCE      editors      to 
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secure  his  wares  at  so  much  per 
thousand  words  as  there  is  by  laymen 
pubhshers  who  do  not  pretend  to 
honesty — and  would  not  be  believed 
if  they  did — to  annex  the  works  of  the 
large-editions  author. 

Let  me  give  more  proof,  for  I  am 
strong  on  evidence.  I  have  referred  to 
the  Reverend  R.  J.  Campbell,  M.A.,  and 
I  am  sure  that  in  the  interests  of  my 
Cause  he  will  allow  me  to  speak  of  him 
again.  I  pick  up  that  useful  NONCON- 
FORMISTCONSCIENCE  guide  and 
time-table,  the  Daily  News,  and  turning 
a  bhnd  eye,  Nelson-like,  to  the  allure- 
ments of  its  "  news,"  I  look  at  the 
advertisement  columns  and  find  that  a 
production  called  the  Examiner,  which  is 
''  the  weekly  organ  of  the  Congregational 
Churches,"  has  an  enlarged  number, 
price  twopence,  which  contains  "  The 
Spirit-Filled  Life,"  by  the  Rev  R.  J. 
Campbell,  and  the  announcement,  ''  Mr 
Campbell's  Sunday  morning  sermons 
appear  exclusively  in  the  Examiner  by 
special  arrangement."  Nothing  is  said 
as  to  the  rate  of  pay  per  thousand  words ; 
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but  imagine  the  consciencers,  who  claim 
that  their  purpose  is  to  do  good  in  the 
world  and  to  be  liberal  in  all  things,  mak- 
ing a  corner  in  a  religious  discourse  and 
forcing  people  who  want  to  harry  their 
intellects  by  reading  the  stuff  to  go  and 
put  pence  on  a  newsagent's  counter 
for  the  purchase  of  the  favoured  organ 
which  contains  it. 

Next  advertisement.  This  relates  to 
the  Christian  Commonwealth,  which 
according  to  its  own  showing  is  '^  acknow- 
ledged to  be  one  of  the  brightest,  most 
alert,  and  most  enterprising  papers  of 
the  day."  I  have  not  seen  the  organ, 
but  it  appears  to  have  energy  enough 
in  its  advertisement  department  to  drive 
a  motor.  There  is  certainly  a  flavour 
worse  than  petrol  about  it.  But  that 
is  by  the  way.  So  secure  is  this  journal's 
grip  of  the  reverend  gentleman  that 
the  regular  pubUcation  of  his  sermons 
was  not  to  be  interrupted  during  his 
visit  to  America. 

That  is  pretty  bad,  but  it  is  not  all. 
Turning  again  to  the  British  Weekly, 
I     find    *^The    Rev    R.    J.    Campbell's 
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Correspondence  Column,"  with  the 
intimation  in  itaUcs  that  "corre- 
spondents whose  communications  remain 
unacknowledged  must  please  understand 
that  the  omission  is  owmg  to  want  of 
space." 

Poor,  pining  pleaders ! 

The  '^  column "  consists  of  two 
columns,  and  is  made  up  apparently  of 
scrapings  from  odd  corners  of  study 
drawers,  and  replies  to  those  correspon- 
dents who  largely  compose  the  class 
whose  time  appears  to  be  equally  divided 
between  sin  and  repentance,  and  to  whom 
the  best  advice  would  be  to  get  into  a 
morning  tub,  out  into  the  open  air,  eat 
some  beef,  drink  some  beer,  and  crush 
the  NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE 
which  oppresses  them. 

Now  the  point  is,  how  can  men  whose 
week-days  and  Sundays  are  spent  in 
talking  and  writing  verbiage  be  of  real 
use  in  setting  a  vigorous  example  of 
manly  life  ?  How  can  good  results 
arise  from  deluges  of  words,  either  spoken 
or  printed  ?  Compare  the  young  men 
who  are  the  creation  of  the  City  Temple 
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and  other  bethels  with  the  product  of 
the  drill-instructor  of  a  regiment  or  the 
warrant  and  pett}^  officers  who  turn  out 
that  glorious  Briton,  Jack  Tar,  on  whom, 
in  the  good  providence  of  God,  our  wel- 
fare depends.  Compare  them,  my  former 
fellow-consciencers,  and  if  you  can  keep 
from  blushing  with  shame  you  are  more 
hardened  than  I  am,  and  that  is  saying 
much. 

I  turn  to  the  beginning  of  these  paid- 
for  announcements  and  find  that  ''  Dr 
Maclaren's  Sunday  sermons,"  revised  by 
himself,  appear  exclusively  in  the  Baptist 
Times  and  Freeman,  and  that  the 
Baptist  Times  is  the  official  organ  of  the 
Baptist  Denomination.  I  do  not  know 
who  Dr  Maclaren  is — I  presume  that  he 
is  not  a  medical  man — and  only  quote 
the  advertisement  to  show  that  all  minis- 
teria]  consciencers  are  tarred  with  the 
same  brush,  and  that  not  content  with 
infficting  their  discourses  on  sweltering 
congregations  they  adopt  the  cruel  method 
of  recording  them  in  print,  and  so  discharge 
them  broadcast  on  countless  thousands 
who  have   been  lucky  enough  to  escape 
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the  deluge  from  the  pulpit — or  the  rostrum. 
It  might  be  supposed  that  these  ex- 
amples would  exhaust  my  resources.  Not 
in  the  least.  I  could  fill  the  volume  \vith 
illustrations  of  the  mischief-making  of 
the  NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE 
in  print ;  but  I  will  spare  my  readers. 
I  have  given  various  samples,  and  I  will 
offer  two  or  three  more,  afforded  by 
ministerial  consciencers  who  take  to  writ- 
ing. When  a  ministerial  consciencer 
does  that  he  is  hopeless  as  a  chapel  worker, 
for  the  only  spare  time  he  has  left  for 
pastoral  duties  is  to  draw  his  salary. 
Even  if  he  abandons  the  talking  calling 
and  his  pastorate,  he  will  not  yield  the 
prefix  "  Reverend,"  for  his  upbringing 
has  taught  him  to  relinquish  nothing  on 
which  he  has  once  laid  his  hands. 

There  is  a  consciencer  writer,  the  Rev 
uuiixi'  Silds  K.  Hocking,  who  has,  I  have  read, 
the  largest  book  circulation  of  any  Eng- 
lish author ;  and  when  you  remember  the 
nature  of  his  work  and  the  class  of  person 
for  whom  he  caters,  you  cannot  wonder 
at  his  sales.  It  is  technically  called 
"  kitchen-stuff,"  except  by  jealous  literary 
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gentlemen,  who  allude  to  it  as  "  tripe," 
and  is  warranted  not  to  corrupt  the 
morals  of  the  most  sin-receptive  con- 
sciencer.  The  works  are  given  as  prizes 
for  such  brilliant  achievements  as  Sunday 
School  attendance,  and  faithful  adherence 
to  the  principles  of  Pleasant  Sunday 
Afternoons  and  Pleasant  Monday  Even- 
ings, and  they  help  largely  in  keeping 
the  NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE 
in  its  present  pawky  state. 

There  is  another  Hocking — by  Christian 
name  Joseph — brother  of  Silas  K.,  and 
he  writes  hysterical  historical  romances 
of  which  the  latest  seems  to  be  Follow  the 
Gleam :  A  Tale  of  the  Time  of  Oliver 
Cromwell.  It  is — or  was,  appearing  in 
the  hospitable  columns  of  the  British 
Weekly,  and  is  protected  in  the  United 
States  of  America,  where  they  will  steal 
anything  in  the  form  of  print — the  worse 
it  is  the  better.  Joseph  introduces  Laud 
— the  diminutive  archbishop  of  whom  a 
wit,  in  uttering  grace  in  his  presence 
said,  '^  Great  praise  be  given  to  God,  and 
httle  Laud  to  the  devil" — and  Charles, 
the   abandoned  monarch   who,  with   all 
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his  faults,  was  never  guilty  of  speaking 
such  stilted  drivel  as  Joseph  thrusts  into 
his  royal  mouth. 

Here  again  we  have  a  specimen  of  the 
sorry  fare  which  does  so  much  to  keep 
the  NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE 
from  rising  on  the  stepping-stones  of  its 
decaying  carcase  to  higher  things.  Here 
again  is  a  ministerial  consciencer  who 
has  taken  to  that  next  worse  thing  to 
drink— NONCONFORMISTCON- 
SCIENCE hterature.  Joseph,  like  his 
brother  Silas  K.,  varies  the  work  of  pro- 
ducing tosh  by  declaiming  from  the  pulpit 
on  the  Sabbath.  Both  appear  to  be  in 
great  request,  and  I  am  sure  their  bank- 
balances  are  such  as  to  enable  them  to 
preach  with  very  earnest  thankfulness. 
I  have  not  seen  Joseph,  but  I  have  beheld 
Silas  K.,  in  the  flesh.  He  wears  a  flowing 
beard,  which  relegates  him  to  the  class 
of  minister  irreverently  alluded  to  by 
Sunday  School  juveniles  in  whom  the 
NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE  is 
hopefully  developing,  as  "  Bugwhiskers." 

Another  class  of  ministerial  consciencer 
who  perpetrates  print  is  represented  by 
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some  of  the  decaying  Kailyarders,  of 
whom  I  take  the  head  to  be  the  Rev  Dr 
Watson,  better  known  as  Ian  Maclaren, 
Esq.  I  am  no  judge  of  his  works,  because 
I  have  never  read  them,  and  cannot  tell 
their  names  or  indicate  their  nature, 
except  that  one  is  about  a  bonnet  or  a 
briar-bush ;  but  I  have  seen  him  in  his 
disguise  as  a  literary  man,  and  a  more 
depressing  sight  I  never  witnessed.  He 
was  giving,  in  a  Northern  town,  what  I 
understood  to  be  readings  from  his  own 
works.  I  gathered  from  the  laughter  of 
the  hearers  that  the  selections  were 
humorous,  although  they  seemed  to  me 
more  like  a  funeral  sermon.  I  left  the 
building  at  half-time,  and  the  only  com- 
fort I  felt  arose  from  the  fact  that  I  had 
not  paid  for  admission.  And  yet  the 
reverend  gentleman  seems  to  have  been 
successful  as  a  lecturer  in  America,  for 
he  gave  107  discourses  in  54  days,  and 
secured  £8000  as  his  share  of  the  profits. 
I  notice  that  the  author-minister  has 
just  celebrated  his  silver  wedding.  I 
congratulate  him  on  the  happy  event. 
I  rejoiced  to  see  from  the  British  Weekly 
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that  "  Mrs  Watson  looked  charming  in  a 
gown  of  pink,  veiled  with  coffee  net,"  that 
she  carried  a  lovely  bouquet,  and  that 
the  doctor  wore  a  gay  buttonhole ;  but 
I  deeply  regretted  to  learn  that  ''  so 
great  was  the  crush  that  it  was  almost 
impossible  to  get  near  the  tea-tables." 

Poor,  thirsty,  greedy,  disappointed 
consciencers !  I  have  often  watched  them 
in  just  the  same  sort  of  fight. 

Still  another  type,  and  with  it  I  will 
close  my  chapter.  It  is  a  very  remark- 
able type,  although  it  has  not  been  so 
prominently  before  the  pubhc  recently 
as  it  was  a  few  years  ago.  We  must  not, 
however,  congratulate  ourselves,  lest  we 
should  be  too  soon.  It  is  the  type  which 
sacrifices  everything  to  sensationalism, 
and  may  be  described  as  the  journalistic 
consciencer  run  amok.  Its  chief  disciple 
is  the  eminent  gentleman  who,  during 
the  South  African  War,  asked  generally 
and  hysterically,  ''  Shall  I  Slay  My 
Brother  Boer  ? "  He  was  implored  to 
spare  his  Brother  Boer,  who  was  valuable, 
but  to  have  no  mercv  on  himself. 
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SMUGS,    PRIGS    AND    TOSHERS 

Apart  from  the  canters  and  ranters  who 
have  been  one  of  the  main  products  of 
the  NONCONFORM  ISTCONSCIENCE 
ever  since  it  afflicted  civiHsation,  the  chief 
result  of  the  present-day  working  of  this 
social  evil  is  the  creation  of  hordes  of 
smugs,  prigs  and  toshers.  If  we  could 
get  a  census  of  the  young  men  of  this 
class  it  would  be  found  that  although  a 
fair  proportion  come  from  Oxford  and 
Cambridge,  the  vast  majority  frequent 
the  bethels  on  Sundays,  and  spend  their 
week-days  selling  drapery  in  dark  stores 
where  people  cannot  see  whether  a  yard 
of  ribbon  is  perfect  or  whether  it  is  three 
separate  feet  fastened  together  by  in- 
visible pins.  The  more  yards  of  this 
sort   of    swindle   the   young   consciencer 
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can  get  rid  of,  the  higher,  I  beUeve,  is 
his  commission  on  sales,  and  the  greater 
his  prospect  of  becoming  a  deacon  and 
developing  into  a  town  councillor  or 
convict. 

Before  proceeding  further  I  will  briefly 
define  the  three  words  with  which  I  head 
this  chapter,  and  describe  the  young  men  of 
the  NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE, 
as  they  appear  to  me. 

A  smug  is  the  young  male  person  who 
is  perfectly  satisfied  with  himself,  his 
bethel,  his  minister,  and  everything  that 
is  his. 

A  prig  is  the  young  male  person 
whose  intellect  has  been  paralysed  by 
the  early  working  of  the  NONCON- 
FORMISTCONSCIENCE, and  believes 
that  the  world  revolves  round  the  chapel 
he  attends. 

A  tosher  is  a  mixture  of  the  smug  and 
prig,  excellently  combining  the  evils  of 
both.  He  is  a  dangerous  creature,  for 
he  will  smoke  cigarettes  in  quiet  streets 
at  night,  and  will  stare  stealthily  at 
corsets  in  shop  windows. 

If    I   were   asked   to   name   the   chief 
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cause  of  smugs,  prigs  and  toshers,  I 
should  not  hesitate  to  blame  Mutual 
Improvement  Societies  and  Young  Men's 
Christian  Associations,  the  one  being  a 
fruitful  source  of  bastard  information, 
and  the  other  the  developer  in  many 
cases  of  a  peculiarly  low  species  of  cunning 
and  depravity.  It  is  impossible  for  a 
healthy  mind  to  grow  robustly  in  the 
narrowed  atmospheres  of  these  organisa- 
tions, and  when  you  get  the  two  working 
together  to  compass  the  desired  ends  of 
their  promoters  and  supporters,  it  is 
time  that  a  good  many  people,  besides 
the  chief  sinners,  were  prayed  for. 

Let  us  take  a  look  at  a  particular 
Mutual  Improvement  Society  and  its 
surroundings  which  I  have  in  mind.  The 
meeting-room  is  an  apartment  in  the 
school  premises  attached  to  the  chapel. 
The  entire  structure  is  considered  by 
consciencers  to  be  very  beautiful,  and 
in  its  day  the  bethel  has  held  its  head 
high  amongst  NONCONFORMISTCON- 
SCIENCE  places  of  worship.  The  chapel 
itself  is  a  huge  stone  building  in  Heaven 
knows  what  style  of  architecture,  except 
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that  it  is  peculiar  to  premises  of  its  sort, 
the  principal  feature  being  general  un- 
loveliness.  The  concern  is  in  its  decay, 
being  now  in  the  heart  of  a  thriving  city, 
where  more  room  is  wanted  for  ware- 
houses, and  I  believe  there  is  hope  of  it 
being  turned  into  something  serviceable, 
for  I  have  heard  it  suggested  that  the 
chapel  should  be  sold  for  use  as  a  tram- 
way depot.  Your  consciencer  loves  his 
bethel,  of  course ;  but  he  always  keeps 
an  eye  on  the  main  chance,  and  sells 
when  he  can  make  a  profit.  One  of  the 
largest  School  Boards  in  the  kingdom 
has  its  offices  in  a  building  which  is  an 
old  Congregational  Chapel. 

Adjoining  the  chapel  is  a  range  of  build- 
ings consisting  of  Sunday  Schools,  class- 
rooms, meeting-rooms  and  chapel-keeper's 
house.  There  is  a  large  lecture-hall,  and  a 
small  lecture-hall,  the  former  being  used 
for  concerts  where  some  dismaying  singing 
and  recitations  are  frequently  heard,  and 
the  latter  being  more  sacred  and  private, 
for  this  is  the  place  in  which  the  deacons 
and  executive  have  their  free  fights  when 
they  are  discussing  the  minister's  theology 
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or  salary,  or  debating  the  question  of 
dismissing  the  pastor  with  a  testimonial 
and  a  lean  purse  of  gold,  and  giving 
another  the  opportunity  of  accepting 
a  heavenly  "  call."  The  institution 
was  built  in  the  days  when  boys 
were  *' morally  hand-cuffed,"  as  Arthur 
Clennam  was,  to  other  boys,  and  con- 
ducted like  prisoners  from  Sunday  School 
to  chapel.  So  ingenious  were  the 
designers  that  they  devised  a  means  of 
communication  between  the  bethel  and 
the  school  which  made  it  impossible  for 
any  youth  who  was  not  an  incipient 
Jack  Sheppard  to  escape.  A  covered 
way  was  built,  and  gaoler  consciencers 
were  placed  at  intervals,  at  the  chapel 
door,  at  the  school-room  door,  and  along 
the  passage-way,  to  see  that  the  captives 
did  not  make  a  desperate  dash  for 
liberty. 

The  Mutual  Improvement  Society's 
headquarters  are  in  this  alluring  block 
of  Sunday  School  premises.  The  room 
is  a  fairly  large  one,  with  two  windows 
overlooking  the  disused  chapel-grave- 
yard.    There  is  a  bookcase  in  one  corner 
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of  the  fireplace,  and  in  the  other  corner 
is  a  poUshed  pitch-pine  desk.  The  whole 
of  the  fittings,  including  the  forms,  are 
pitch-pine,  and  are  varnished.  The  floor 
is  covered  with  linoleum. 

The  meeting-time  is  Monday  evening, 
and  the  hour  of  assemblage  eight  o'clock. 
The  smugs,  prigs  and  toshers  drift  in  and 
take  their  places,  and  the  great  young 
man  of  the  evening  who  is  going  to  lead 
in  the  debate  seats  himself  a  little  apart 
from  the  rest,  who  for  the  time  being  are 
mere  canaille^  and  crosses  his  legs,  ruffles 
his  hair,  and  looks  at  the  wall  opposite 
by  way  of  indicating  that  there  is 
something  beyond,  and  that  he  sees 
more  deeply  into  things  than  is  generally 
supposed. 

This  subject  is  ''  English  Literature : 
Is  it  decaying  ?  "  and  the  leader  gets  up. 
He  has  a  few  slips  of  paper  on  which  his 
notes  are  written — probably  in  shorthand, 
which  the  smugs,  prigs  and  toshers  regard 
as  a  great  accomplishment,  forgetting 
that  the  art  is  one  which  could  be  taught 
to  an  intelligent  gorilla.  He  begins  rather 
lamely   and   nervously,   because   he  dis- 
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covers  that  he  cannot  read  his  notes. 
But  he  plucks  up  heart  of  grace,  for  he 
is  taking  the  affirmative,  and  has  the 
British  Weekly  and  the  Daily  News  in 
his  pocket.  These  prove  his  salvation, 
since  they  afford  him  extracts  which 
show  that  he  is  right  in  his  contention 
that  English  literature  was  never  more 
vigorous  and  pure  than  it  is  at  present. 
In  further  proof  of  his  assertions  he  gives 
selections  from  Tit- Bits.  He  is,  truth 
to  tell,  something  of  a  hterary  person 
himself,  inasmuch  as  he  has  won 
several  guineas  in  Tit-Bits  competitions, 
and  has  been  decorated  by  the  editor 
with  a  silver  medal.  This  he  wears  on  a 
corpulent  silver  watch-chain,  and  it  hits 
him  on  the  waistcoat  when  he  walks. 

The  leader  sits  down  amid  distinct 
sounds  of  admiration.  The  other  members 
think  he  is  a  very  fine  fellow,  and  he 
thinks  so  too. 

Then  the  champion  for  the  opposition 
gets  up.  There  is  a  gleam  of  conscious 
triumph  in  his  eyes.  It  is  clear  that  he 
has  a  surprise  in  store,  and  he  must 
be   experiencing   the   same  sensation  as 
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Wellington  is  supposed  to  have  felt  when 
he  held  his  corps  d'dite  in  reserve  at 
Waterloo,  and  when  he  exclaimed  '^  Up, 
Guards,  and  at  'em  !  "  He  never  said  it, 
but  that  does  not  affect  the  point. 

The  opposition  champion  is  a  tosher, 
and  begins  with  laboured  sarcasm.  Is 
it  indeed  true,  he  asks,  that  English 
literature  is  not  decaying  ?  We  will  see 
about  that.  What  price  some  of  the 
rags  which  are  now  on  the  market  ? 

There  are  cries  of  '^  Order ! "  and 
''Chair!"  and  a  prig  rises  and  asks  if 
this  is  Parliamentary  language. 

The  chairman  also  rises — it  is  not  an 
hour  since,  good  man,  he  was  cutting 
coats  and  shaping  trousers,  for  he  is  a 
tailor,  and  would  rather  clothe  the  cor- 
pulent figure  of  the  minister  than  make 
garments  for  a  duke — and  says  he  does 
not  think  it  is.  He  puts  a  thoughtful 
finger  against  the  side  of  his  thinly- 
thatched  head,  and  mincingly  refers  to 
the  method  of  procedure  of  the  House 
of  Commons,  which  he  does  not  in  the 
least  understand.  They  must,  he  says, 
be  guided  by  the  manners  and  customs 
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of  our  national  assemblage,  on  which  he 
proceeds  to  air  his  notions,  aping  the 
minister  as  much  as  possible. 

The  tosher  collapses,  and  stumbles 
through  to  his  point,  which  is  the  pro- 
duction of  a  highly-coloured  paper.  This 
he  draws  from  his  breast  pocket  and 
opens.     He  will,  he  says,  read  extracts. 

The  chairman  rises  again.  What 
paper  is  it  ? 

The  tosher  exclaims  exultantly  "  The 
Pink'Un\'' 

There  are  more  shouts  of  "  Order !  " 
and  '^  Chair!  "  and  the  presiding  genius 
has  to  quell  the  outburst  as  best  he  can. 
He  has  never  read  the  Pink  '  Un,  he  says, 
but  he  has  seen  it.  So  he  has,  for  his 
customers  have  presented  copies  to  him, 
and  he  has  devoured  them  with  his  tea 
at  the  back  of  the  shop.  It  is  quite 
impossible,  he  says,  that  extracts  can  be 
allowed  from  the  journal,  even  in  support 
of  the  tosher's  contention.  This  is  quite 
in  keeping  with  a  consciencer's  general 
way  of  looking  at  things,  since  he 
invariably  refuses  to  hear  any  side 
except  his  own. 
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The  opposition  is  accordingly  strangled 
at  its  birth — though  you  might  suppose, 
from  the  simultaneous  onslaught  on 
this  excellent  and  resourceful  journal, 
that  every  young  man  in  the  room  reads 
it  regularly. 

There  are  a  few  more  rambling  speeches 
and  the  chairman  sums  up.  He  fittingly 
crowns  a  deplorable  exhibition — for  he 
is  one  of  those  imperfectly  educated 
persons  who  affect  fine  speech  and  do 
not  realise  the  extent  or  grossness  of 
their  ignorance.  He  passes  as  quite 
a  little  god  in  his  way,  and  is  considered 
very  able  at  summing  up.  This  consists 
chiefly  of  humming  and  hawing,  dangling 
a  pair  of  eyeglasses  from  his  fingers,  and 
quoting  from  Shakespeare  and  the 
minister. 

The  meeting,  acting  on  his  lead, 
declares  by  a  large  majority  that  English 
literature  was  never  healthier,  more 
vigorous  and  more  pure  than  it  is  at 
present. 

It  is  decided  that  a  copy  of  the 
resolution  shall  be  sent  to  the  Daily  News 
and    the  young   man  with    the    medal 
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secretly  determines  that  he  will  write  to 
the  editor  of  the  Times  and  say  that  he 
owes  his  victory  to  the  Encyclopcedia 
Britannica.  Already  he  is  drawing  a 
picture  of  personal  glory  which  makes 
him  hot  with  anticipation.  He  sees  the 
Encydop(Bdia  Britannica's  broadcast 
advertisements,  and  amongst  them  one 
which  is  headed  ''  From  a  Young 
Debator,"  telling  how,  although  his 
wages  are  only  eighteen  shillings  a  week, 
he  can  easily  spare  the  necessary  four 
shillings  and  tenpence  out  of  them,  for 
the  payment  of  the  masterpiece;  and 
that  since  reading  it  he  has  been  able  to 
do  without  his  morning  cocoa,  inasmuch 
as  every  page  contains  refreshment. 

\{  you  had  a  really  capable  educated 
man  in  the  chair,  or  a  travelled  man — 
your  consciencer  rarely  gets  beyond 
the  English  coast  or  a  Polytechnic  trip 
to  Norway,  and  ten  to  one  he  calls  fjords 
"  effjords  " — or  a  man  who  has  seen  some- 
thing of  the  world  and  knows  that  there 
are  prigs  and  smugs  and  toshers  enough 
in  it  without  manufacturing  more,  it  is 
probable   that  you  might   have   happier 
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results.  But  with  such  chairmen  what 
can  you  expect  ?  It  is  rarely  that  the 
minister  presides  at  these  ridiculous 
gatherings.  As  we  have  seen,  he  works 
as  little  as  decency  permits.  Even  his 
imperfect  qualifications  would  make  it 
impossible  for  him  to  allow  a  continuance 
of  the  waste  of  time  by  young  men  in 
discussing  subjects  which  do  nothing 
but  fog  their  wits  and  develop  their 
vanity. 

I  recall  the  case  of  a  young  man  who 
was  a  prominent  debator  at  the  Mutual 
Improvement  Society  I  have  referred 
to,  and  who  positively  asserted  that  he 
was  a  contributor  to  the  Nineteenth 
Century.  He  was  then,  I  imagine,  in  his 
twentieth  year,  and  had  been  led  to 
believe  that  he  was  a  genius.  He  had  a 
marvellous  power  of  losing  himself  in 
a  maze  of  words,  and  certainly  produced 
many  manuscripts.  He  never,  however, 
offered  any  documentary  evidence  of 
the  acceptance  of  his  works  by  Mr 
Knowles,  and  I  never  saw  anything  of 
his  in  copies  of  that  gentleman's 
ponderous  organ  which   I   managed    to 
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borrow.  His  picturesque  prevarication 
was  entirely  due  to  the  Mutual  Improve- 
ment Society  with  which  he  was 
connected  and  in  which  he  had  achieved 
a  glory  that  was  quite  beyond  his 
deserts. 

Priglets,  smuglets,  and  tosherets  are 
being  manufactured  by  the  thousand 
by  those  consciencers  who  control  Bands 
of  Hope,  for  future  turning  over  to  the 
Mutual  Improvement  Societies,  where 
they  will  receive  their  final  veneer.  The 
boy  is  gripped  when  young  and  is  herded 
with  other  boys,  principally  for  the 
development  within  him  of  the  powers 
of  harmony  and  recitation.  He  is 
exhilarated  with  precepts  about  water, 
and  his  blood  is  chilled  with  lantern- 
slide  pictures  of  the  ravages  caused  in 
the  human  internals  by  beer  and  spirits. 
He  is  trained  to  shout  that  water,  bright 
water,  is  the  drink  for  him.  All  this 
is  to  the  end  that  he  may  on  a  certain 
day  appear  at  a  public  Band  of  Hope 
performance  organised  by  consciencers, 
patronised  by  consciencers,  and  attended 
by  consciencers. 
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I  have  seen  a  hall  capable  of  holding 
four  thousand  persons  packed  by  con- 
sciencers  who  went  to  weep  and  sweat 
over  the  spectacle  of  hundreds  of  little 
Band  of  Hope  victims,  slashed  with  sashes 
— red,  white,  blue,  yellow  and  green, 
howling  their  watery  compositions,  led 
by  the  baton  of  an  attenuated  man 
who  never  drank  spirits  in  his  life — 
and  looked  it. 

The  chef  d'ceuvre  on  this  occasion  was  a 
sort  of  musical  poem,  comparing  a  very 
good  man,  who  was  a  teetotal  consciencer, 
and  drank  water,  with  a  very  bad  man, 
who  drank  beer  and  wore  rags,  and  was, 
I  gathered,  a  Churchman.  The  very  bad 
man  was  kept  in  the  background,  all  the 
glory  being  given  to  the  very  good  man, 
who  drank  water.  So  far  as  I  could 
understand  the  performance,  the  very 
good  man  was  interviewed,  when  wear- 
ing his  Sunday  clothes  and  a  shining 
countenance,  by  the  little  boys  in  the 
sashes,  and  was  asked  to  reveal  the 
interesting  method  by  which  he  had 
attained  his  affluent  position  and  his 
great   possessions,   which   were   pictured 
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to  the  mind's  eye  as  covering  a  vast 
area. 

There  was  a  verse  of  question,  and  a 
verse  of  answer ;  the  question  being  put 
by  boys  in,  say,  green  sashes,  and 
answered  by  boys  in,  say,  red,  white  and 
blue.  I  do  not  clearly  remember,  because 
the  colours  were  so  dazzling  and  there 
were  so  many  of  them. 

The  reply  of  the  good  man  who  drank 
water  was  always  the  same  : — 

"  With  my  yands, 
With  my  yands, 
With  my  yah-ah-ands — 
I  did  it  with  my  yands  !  " 

Translated  into  English  this  means, 
"  With  my  hands,"  but  there  is  too  much 
breath  needed  for  consciencer  Band  of 
Hope  singing  to  leave  any  for  aspirates. 

Such  was  the  performance ;  such  the 
subject — the  glorification  of  a  teetotal 
smug  who  did  it  all  with  his  hands — 
though  whether  he  did  it  by  laying  bricks 
or  putting  his  hands  into  somebody  else's 
pockets,  I  was  not  able  to  gather. 

You  may  smart,  my  good  former  fellow- 
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consciencers,  but  you  cannot  truthfully 
repudiate  the  paternity  of  this  par- 
ticular breed  of  being.  You  may  also 
say  there  is  no  way  out  of  it,  that  this  is 
the  only  method  of  saving  tender 
children  and  putting  them  beyond  the 
reach  of  vice. 

Let  me  remind  you  that  there  are 
Boys'  Brigades — not  run  by  consciencers, 
who  do  not  believe  in  drill  and  the  use  of 
weapons,  except  the  tongue  and  the  pen, 
which  wiU  never  keep  an  enemy  out  of 
England,  any  more  than  prayers  will — 
which  have  done  and  are  doing  magnificent 
service  in  handling  youngsters,  without 
depraving  them  as  the  NONCONFORM- 
ISTCONSCIENCE  is  doing. 

But  Mutual  Improvement  Societies  and 
Bands  of  Hope  and  kindred  institutions 
are  not  the  only  manufactories  of  smugs, 
prigs  and  toshers.  They  are  created  in 
large  numbers  by  such  writers  as  Aunt 
Medina,  to  whom  I  wish,  in  all  genial 
friendliness,  to  refer  again.  I  have 
narrated  the  story  of  my  auntie  and  the 
black  pussy-cat ;  now  I  will  tell  of  a 
sorrier  way  of  making  undesirable  little 

no 


SMUGS,  PRIGS,  AND  TOSHERS 

consciencers.  In  her  Children's  Corner 
of  the  Daily  News  not  long  ago,  loving 
Aunt  Medina  addresses  her  dear  children 
on  the  subject  of  cots  for  sick  boys  and 
girls  who  have  been  sent  down  to  a 
convalescent  home  at  Folkestone,  and 
appeals  to  them  for  coppers  to  support 
the  establishment.  "We  want  to  send 
more  sick  children  down,"  she  says,  "  and 
send  them  with  the  help  of  your  pennies, 
dear  little  readers !  " 

Then  darling  auntie  gives  a  list  of 
pennies  which  have  been  received  so  far. 
It  is  a  staggering  list  of  priglets  and 
smuglets  of  both  sexes.  There  is  Desir6e 
this  and  Edie  that,  Eric*  Somebody,  and 
the  inevitable  "Gwen"  and  "Hugh" — 
all  with  infantile  hypocrisy  writ  large 
across  their  names.  "  Dolor  "  Something 
— full  name  and  address  printed — gives 
twelve  pence,  or  one  shilling  sterling ;  a 
certain  "  Wilfred  " — readily  identified  in 
the  same  manner — contributes  six  pennies, 
or  one  quarter  of  a  florin;  "Eric'" — I 
don't  know  what  has  been  clipped  off  by 
the  apostrophe — forwards  240  pennies, 
his   Uncle  George  apparently  hagvin  pre- 
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sented  him  with  a  sovereign,  on  condition 
that  he  does  not  spend  it — and  ^'  Gwen  " 
and  ''  Hugh "  rise  to  twelve  pence 
between  them. 

'^  Dolor,"  aged  four,  writes,  "  Here  are 
twelve  pennies  for  the  poor  little  boys 
and  girls.     How  is  Cockles  ?  " 

Dear  Auntie  replies,  in  parenthesis : 
C  Cockles  is  such  a  vain  bird  that  he 
always  likes  to  hear  of  kind  inquiries 
about  himself  .  He  is  very  flourishing, 
but  I  regret  to  say  requires  the  '  stick,' 
as  he  is  quite  as  naughty  as  ever.") 
Apparently  ''Cockles"  is  a  parrot,  and 
was  taught  to  speak  by  hardy  mariners. 

''Gwen,"  aged  seven  years, and  "Hugh," 
aged  five  years,  send  six  stamps  each. 
"They  have   saved   it  all  themselves." 

Is  it  not  stupefying  past  belief  ?  Is  it 
not  more  demoralising  than  the  betting 
intelligence  which  the  Daily  News  won't 
give  ?  And  is  it  not  cheap  glory  for 
obnoxious  little  creatures  to  have  their 
names  and  addresses  published  in 
separate  lines  in  a  London  morning 
newspaper  at  the  low  charge  of  six- 
pence ? 
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Will  Aunt  Medina  print  a  line  for  a 
penny  ?     I  will  try  her. 

My  Darling  Auntie,  I  spel  yore 
leter  out  evry  Sattiday  in  the  Daly 
News,  and  weep  over  it  very  much. 

I  send  you  one  penny  for  the  pore 
dirty  children.  I  have  saved  it  out  of 
the  farthings  that  ma  got  from  the  young 
man  in  the  dark  shop  with  side  whiskers ; 
but  he  would  not  give  me  enny  penny  for 
them  so  that  I  could  by  toffy.  He  said 
they  only  gave  them  as  change,  and 
could  not  take  them  back.  That  is 
where  pa  shows  peepl  in  at  the  door. 

Please  in  your  paper  put  me  as 
*'  Master,"  which  our  servant  wont  call 
me,  altho'  ma  pays  her  two  shillings  a 
week — millions  and  millions  of  penny's, 
isn't  it,  dear  anty  ? 

Your  loving  neffu 

Harold  Percy  Smuggs,  (Age  nine). 

P.S.— Don't  forget  the  '' Master,"  or 
pa  wont  buy  enny  more  Daly  Newses. 

Heaven  forbid  that  I  should  say  a  word 
to  hamper  the  good  work  of  helping  the 
sick  little  ones ;  but,  my  Christian  Aunt 
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Medina,  this  is  not  the  way  to  do  it — 
cadging  pence  of  juvenile  atrocities  who 
would  not  part  with  a  rag  doll  unless 
they  got  something  better  in  return  for 
it.  And  remember  that  you  give  them 
advertisement — which  is  dear  to  the 
hearts  of  consciencers  of  every  grade  and 
sect  and  age. 

Throw  this  slush  overboard,  auntie; 
give  Cockles  to  the  black  pussy-cat,  and 
then  give  the  black  pussy-cat  a  dose  of 
prussic  acid.  Then  write  something  with 
grit  in  it  and  help  us  to  save  ourselves 
from  the  hordes  of  NONCONFORMIST- 
CONSCIENCE  smugs  and  prigs  and 
toshers  who  threaten  to  overwhelm  the 
country. 

I  can  assure  you  that  if  they  got  the 
whip  hand  we  should  be  worse  off  than 
if  the  Germans  governed  us. 
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"hospitality,"  or  cadging 

One  of  the  besetting  evils  for  which  the 
NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE 
is  directly  to  blame  is  what  is  known  as 
"hospitality,"  which  in  plain  English 
is  downright  cadging.  "Hospitality" 
is  being  extended  at  all  times,  but  it  is 
more  particularly  in  evidence  during  the 
great  annual  pow-wows  to  which  I  have 
referred  elsewhere.  Some  of  these 
assemblages  are  composed  of  ministers 
from  all  parts  of  the  world,  but  mostly 
they  consist  of  representatives  from 
different  quarters  of  England  and  Wales. 
There  were  early  days  when,  I  believe, 
"hospitality"  was  necessary  for  the 
itinerant  consciencer  who  went  about 
from  place  to  place  capturing  souls  and 
anything  else   he    could   lay  hands   on. 
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For  this  he  could  scarcely  be  blamed, 
since  he  had  to  live  somehow,  and  his 
wages  were  neither  lavish  nor  regularly 
paid.  "Hospitality"  was  remuneration 
in  kind ;  but  the  need  of  it  in  these 
days  has  disappeared,  for  your  ministerial 
consciencer  gets  his  wages — and  very 
good  wages  they  are,  too,  in  many  cases, 
considering  how  little  he  does. 

Say  the  Congregational  Union — any 
other  Union  of  Consciencers  will  do  as 
weU — is  holding  its  annual  meetings  at 
Birmingham.  To  Birmingham  accord- 
ingly flock  ministerial  consciencers  from 
all  parts  of  the  country.  The  meetings 
may  extend  over  a  full  week,  they  may 
last  longer;  it  depends  on  the  nature  of 
the  work  to  be  done  and  the  liberty 
which  is  allowed  for  talk.  If  enough 
of  the  latter  were  granted,  the  conference 
could  easily  sit  the  twelve  months  out, 
and  never  advance  the  Cause  a  hairs- 
breadth.  I  have  just  put  down  a  NON- 
CONFORMISTCONSCIENCE  weekly 
paper  which  contains  a  lurid^^report  from 
its  "  Special  Commissioner,"  of  some 
meetings  which  had  been  held  in  a  certain 
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town.  **  Twenty  meetings  in  six  days !  " 
exclaims  the  "  Special  Commissioner," 
with  a  shout  of  victory. 

Twenty  meetings  in  six  days!  And 
they  were  girding  up  their  loins  for  more 
talk! 

Long  before  the  time  for  which  the 
conference  is  fixed,  local  consciencers 
are  busy  making  preparations  for  the 
swarming  of  the  ministerial  locusts. 
Here,  there  and  everywhere  householders 
are  fallen  upon  and  asked  to  put  up  the 
Rev  Mr  This  or  plain  Mr  That.  These 
arrangements  are  not,  mind  you,  com- 
pleted haphazard ;  they  are  worked  on 
sober,  selfish,  worldly,  cool,  calculating 
principles,  for  you  cannot  dream  of 
sending  the  illustrious  Rev  Josiah 
Tomkins,  D.D.  (conferred  by  an  American 
University),  who  is  in  the  habit  of  dining 
off  five  courses  at  home,  to  a  house  where 
he  will  get  a  mere  bourgeois  mid-day 
meal  of  three.  Nor  dare  you  offend 
Mrs  Scraggart,  the  manufacturer's  widow, 
who  drives  a  carriage  and  takes  high  tea 
at  six,  by  foisting  upon  her  a  minister  or 
delegate  who  at  home  is  glad  to  cut  in 

117 


NONCONFORMIST  CONSCIENCE 

at   the   family    leg  of    mutton    at   one- 
thirty  p.m. 

In  planning  '^  hospitahty  "  you  work  on 
the  principle  of  selection  as  ruthlessly  as 
nature  herself — to  the  rich,  the  prosperous 
minister  and  layman ;  to  the  poor,  the 
mild,  unfortunate  man  upon  whom  the 
burden  and  heat  of  the  NONCONFOR- 
MISTCONSCIENCE  falls,  and  who  sheds 
on  it  such  dim  lustre  as  it  possesses. 

I  am  writing  of  things  which  I  under- 
stand of  my  own  knowledge.  I  have 
spent  many  weary  weeks  at  conferences ; 
for  nine  consecutive  days,  morning, 
noon  and  night,  in  a  Nonconformist 
town  so  depressing  in  apppearance  as  to 
cast  a  Wight  over  the  most  hilarious 
spirits,  I  have  been  compelled  to  hsten 
to  the  droning  cackle  of  a  gloomy  crowd 
whose  purpose  seems  to  be  to  crush  out 
of  life  any  joyousness  it  offers.  I  have 
seen  the  inner  working  of  the  plan  of 
"hospitahty,"  because  I  have  been  a 
victim  to  it.  For  a  long  sad  week  my 
roof  once  sheltered  a  ministerial  delegate 
whose  general  behaviour  would  have  dis- 
graced a  bandicoot.     From  the  moment 
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I  bade  him  farewell  on  the  front  door- 
step and  turned  a  stony  face  to  his  smil- 
ing assertion  that  he  would  come  again, 
and  sighed  with  thankfulness  as  I  put  the 
door  between  myself  and  him,  I  resolved 
that  that  was  the  end  of  my  career  as 
ministerial  entertainer.  There  are  some 
resolutions  which  even  the  most  depraved 
ex-consciencer  will  keep,  and  this  was 
one  of  them. 

In  the  fulness  of  time — for  there  is  no 
permanent  repressing  of  the  cadging 
consciencer,  I  was  again  approached. 
The  minister,  indeed,  had  been  chosen, 
for  it  was  considered  that  as  a  young 
man  with  the  control  of  a  house  I  was  in 
the  clutches  of  the  deacons  and  the 
executive,  and  would  never  be  so 
unappreciative  of  the  glory  which  it 
was  proposed  to  confer  upon  me  as  to 
go  counter  to  the  will  and  wishes  of  the 
men  who  ran  the  bethel  with  which  it 
was  my  misfortune  to  be  connected.  I 
was,  as  I  say,  approached. 

In  brief  sentences  I  announced  my 
determination.  ''If  I  go  to  a  strange 
town   on    business,"    I    said,   ''  I   don't 
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expect  a  man  of  my  own  calling  to  put 
me  up.  There  are/'  I  added,  ''  plenty  of 
hotels  in  this  city  which  are  prepared 
to  take  the  conference  members  on  the 
usual  trade  terms." 

From  that  moment  it  was  clear  that 
I  was  regarded  as  a  non-consciencer : 
I  was  an  outcast,  a  wanderer  from  the 
fold;  even  the  shepherd  would  have 
approached  me  and  placed  a  warning 
paw  on  my  shoulder  if  I  had  not  kept 
him  at  bay.  But  my  outcasting  gave 
me  liberty  to  look  around  and  thank 
Heaven  that  I  was  not  as  my  fellow- 
consciencers  were,  with  a  human  barnacle 
saddled  on  to  me. 

How  one's  gorge  rises  at  the  re- 
collection of  some  of  the  doings  of 
ministerial  consciencers  who  accept 
''  hospitality !  " 

Do  I  not  remember  my  own  conscience- 
less consciencer,  who  would  a-praying  go 
at  six  in  the  morning,  and  return  to  break- 
fast with  a  wolfish  appetite  ? 

Do  I  not  recall  the  case  of  the  Wesleyan 
consciencer  who  was  foisted  on  to  a 
widow    and    complained    that    he    was 
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in  the  habit  of  being  sent  to  a  house 
where  a  five-course  dinner  was  served 
and  not  an  insufficient  three  ? 

Do  I  not  vividly  remember  the  case 
of  a  brother  of  that  same  cut  of  the 
cloth  who  took  two  other  conference 
consciencers  home  to  dinner  daily, 
although  his  hostess  had  been  warned  of 
one  devourer  only  ? 

Do  I  not  remember  hearing  of  another 
conference  consciencer,  who,  exhausted 
with  his  labours  of  listening  when  he 
was  forced  to  listen,  and  talking  when  he 
got  the  chance,  drove  to  his  hostess's  home 
regularly  in  a  cab,  and  whose  fares  had 
afterwards  to  be  paid  by  her,  to  whom 
he  had  directed  that  the  bill  should  be 
sent  ? 

Do  I  not  know  that  a  friend  of  mine 
at  whose  home  a  missionary  consciencer 
had  been  put  up  for  a  week-end  recently 
conducted  himself  like  a  savage,  stoked 
like  a  cannibal,  and  depleted  a  box  of 
choice  cigars,  carrying  away  in  his  pockets 
those  which  he  had  not  been  able  to  put 
into  his  mouth  ? 

These  are  not   random  statements  or 
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carefully  chosen  incidents ;  they  are  sorry 
facts,  that  have  come  spontaneously  to 
mind,  and  for  every  one  of  which  I  can 
give  proof  as  readily  as  a  ministerial 
consciencer  can  hit  on  a  text  for  a  dreary 
sermon.  There  is  no  consciencer  of  any 
experience  or  standing,  man  or  woman, 
who  could  not,  speaking  with  unbiassed 
mind,  confirm  my  statements,  either 
from  personal  experience  or  hearsay 
which  is  as  good  as  first-hand  evidence ; 
but  the  difficulty  amongst  consciencers 
is  to  get  your  unbiassed  mind. 

"  Hospitality  affords  unrivalled  oppor- 
tunities for  conversation,"  to  use  the 
recently  printed  words  of  a  ministerial 
consciencer,  and  commenting  on  this 
a  writer  said,  amongst  other  things, 
"  the  food  may  be  but  barley  loaves," 
and  proceeded  to  observe  that  even 
so  it  would  be  all  right.  I  would  like 
to  see  the  features  of  the  consciencer 
who  found  that  his  "hospitality"  did 
not  extend  beyond  "  barley  loaves."  In 
such  a  case  I  fancy  that  an  opportunity 
would  soon  be  found  to  let  the  host 
or  hostess  know  that  it  was  not  the  habit 
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of  ministerial  consciencers,  when  on  the 
conference  cadge,  to  Uve  on  chicken 
food,  even  for  a  limited  period. 

The  ministerial  consciencer  cadger 
has  no  misgiving  on  this  point,  for  does 
he  not  know  and  feel  that  he  is  conferring 
an  honour  upon  the  host  and  hostess  by 
sta5^ng  under  the  same  roof  with  them  ; 
and  is  he  not  confirmed  and  encouraged 
in  this  belief  by  the  senseless  custom  of 
putting  up,  free  of  charge,  men  who  are 
just  as  well  able  to  pay  their  way  as 
most  other  men  of  their  own  rank  of 
life,  and  infinitely  better  than  some  ? 

Lest  it  should  be  supposed  that  I  am 
exaggerating  in  my  statements  about 
the  settling  of  ministerial  locusts,  let  me 
give  proof.  It  is  from  my  valuable 
friend  the  Daily  News,  and  however 
much  consciencers  may  be  inclined  to 
disbelieve  me  they  cannot  question  their 
own  pet  organ.  The  Daily  News  for 
June  9,  1903,  had  a  little  article  on 
"  Hampstead  Ministers'  Convention.  A 
Nonconformist     Retreat."  It     went 

straight  to  the  heart  of  things. 

"  Congregational  ministers  are  invading 
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Hampstead  this  week  to  the  number  of 
nearly  seven  hundred"  (the  itaUcs  are  mine) 
"  They  are  attending  a  convention,  which 
opens  this  morning,  called  by  Dr  Horton, 
of  the  Lyndhurst  Road  Church,  Chairman 
this  year  of  the  Congregational  Union. 
His  idea  is  that  the  usual  sessions  of  the 
Union  become  so  crowded  with  business 
that  more  specifically  religious  subjects 
find  too  small  a  place.  Consequently 
the  Convention  to  be  held  this  week  is  of 
a  purely  spiritual  character  .  .  . 

"  The  only  '  diversion  '  during  the  week 
is  a  garden-party  on  Thursday  afternoon 
at  the  Royal  Botanic  Gardens,  Regent's 
Park,  unless  we  can  speak  of  a  reception 
last  night  at  the  Town  Hall  as  such  .  .  . 

''The  entertamment  of  so  large  a 
number  of  visitors  has  been  no  slight 
task,  but  Hampstead  has  risen  nobly  to 
the  occasion.  All  denominations,  includ- 
ing members  of  the  Church  of  England, 
have  united  in  offering  hospitality  for  the 
guests ;  about  550  beds  have  been  pro- 
vided ;  the  other  150  ministers  are  hving 
in  London,  and  can  return  home  at  night. 
Lunch   is   being   provided   at  the  Town 
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Hall  and  in  a  number  of  private  houses, 
and  tea  will  also  be  served.  Ministers  are 
coming  from  all  parts  of  the  country  .  .  . 

"  For  some  years  past  Dr  Horton's 
Church  has  held  conventions  for  Congre- 
gational ministers ;  those  gatherings, 
however,  having  been  on  a  much  smaller 
scale.  At  one  time  it  was  expected  that 
eight  hundred  would  be  present  this 
week,  but  at  the  last  moment  many  have 
been  obliged  to  dechne,  and  two  have 
died  since  accepting  the  invitation." 

Observe  the  appalling  dimensions  of  this 
cadging  system.  Five  hundred  and  fifty 
beds  had  been  provided,  and  one  hundred 
and  fifty  more  would  have  been  needed, 
if  it  had  not  been  that  that  number  of 
ministerial  consciencers  lived  in  London 
and  could  return  home  at  night.  They 
would  not  be  true  to  their  principles,  and 
lacking  in  a  determination  to  get  level 
with  their  brethren  who  had  been  pro- 
vided with  beds,  if  they  did  not  get  their 
cab-fares  out  of  somebody,  and  then 
either  journey  by  bus  or  walk. 

One  of  the  greatest  difficulties  in  the 
way  of  crushing  the  ministerial  cadging 
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system  is  the  active  support  which  is 
given  to  it  by  prominent  laymen.  For 
example,  if  you  will  turn  to  the  British 
Weekly  for  June  ii,  1903,  you  will  read : — 
'^Mr  W.  P.  Hartley,  J.  P.,  has,  with  his 
accustomed  generosity,  written  to  125 
Connexional  ministers  offering  to  pay 
half  of  their  fees,  railway  fare,  and  board 
and  lodging  if  they  wish  to  attend  the 
Devotional  Conference  at  Oxford,  which 
the  Rev  R.  J.  Campbell,  of  the  City 
Temple,  intends  holding  from  Sep.  7th  to 
nth."  Mr  Hartley  is  an  eminent  jam- 
manufacturer,  and  there  is  little  doubt 
that  not  one  of  the  one  hundred  and 
twenty-live  Connexional  ministers  failed 
to  pack  his  carpet-bag  and  rush  to  the 
station  to  catch  the  first  train  for  Oxford. 
Again,  to  quote  from  the  Christian 
World's  ^'special  reporter's"  account  of 
the  Primitive  Methodist  Conference, 
Newcastle,  under  the  heading  ''  Light 
Refreshments  "  :  —  "A  generous  fruit 
merchant  sent  oranges  each  day,  an 
alarming  number  being  consumed.  Another 
friend  of  wearied  delegates  sent  mineral 
waters.*' 
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Here  also,  the  italics  are  mine. 

The  good  marksman  keeps  his  best  shot 
for  the  last,  and  that  is  what  I  have  done 
in  this  chapter.  It  is  in  the  form  of  a 
shocking  case  of  abuse  of  "  hospitality  " 
by  a  ministerial  consciencer — and  it  is  an 
instance  which  is  in  no  degree  exaggerated. 
It  is  an  improving  story,  for  it  has  a  moral. 

The  story  is  this. 

In  a  certain  Northern  town  a  few  years 
ago  there  was  a  ministerial  consciencer 
who  had  received  a  ''call"  to  a  chapel. 
He  was  a  married  man,  and  had  to  come 
from  a  strange  town.  That  fact  aroused 
the  compassion  of  a  good-hearted,  com- 
fortably-circumstanced supporter  of  the 
chapel,  and  he  invited  the  pastor  to  stay 
with  him  for  a  few  days  until  a  house  could 
be  found.  Recognising  the  possibilities 
of  such  a  rare  opportunity  the  pastor 
came.  A  week  went  past,  and  it  was 
observed  as  a  curious  fact  that  he  made 
no  effort  to  find  a  house  and  that  his  wife 
failed  to  put  in  an  appearance.  Another 
week  passed,  and  a  third,  and  a  fourth, 
and  yet  there  was  no  sign  of  eagerness  to 
secure  a  residence,  and  no  coming  of  the 
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woman.  The  host  kept  good  whiskey, 
and  did  himself  very  well  in  cigars,  and 
the  consciencer  devoted  to  these  depart- 
ments most  of  the  energy  which  ought  to 
have  been  worked  off  in  house-hunting. 
Questions  were  asked,  sparsely  and 
delicately  at  first,  then  urgently  and  more 
plentifully,  about  the  arrival  of  the  lady, 
and  evasive  answers  were  given.  The 
pastor  did  not  go,  and  the  pastoress  did 
not  come ;  and  astounding  as  it  may 
seem  to  any  thin-skinned,  self-respecting 
person,  he  squatted  in  his  quarters  for  six 
months, — one  solid  half-year — before  he 
could  be  brought  to  see  that  his  time  was 
about  up. 

The  moral  is  obvious. 

Keep  the  NONCONFORMISTCON- 
SCIENCE  cadger  on  the  right  side  of 
your  door — which  is  the  outside. 
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CHAPTER  V 

THE    NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE    IN    ART 
AND    MUSIC 

The  NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE 
is  to  Art  what  Oliver  Cromwell  was  to 
church  images :  it  is  an  iconoclast,  a 
shatterer  of  ideals ;  just  as  he  was  a 
smasher  of  idols.  It  crushes  out  of  Art 
— let  us  give  the  word  the  large  ''  A  " — 
everything  that  is  beautiful  and  improv- 
ing, and  has  gone  so  far  in  this  direction 
as  to  make  it  impossible,  amongst  other 
things,  for  a  NONCONFORMISTCON- 
SCIENCE artist  to  show  any  of  the 
female  form  divine  below  the  neck. 

At  a  NONCONFORMISTCON- 
SCIENCE gathering  you  never  see  a  low- 
necked  dress,  and  if  you  observe  a  bared 
arm  it  is  because  the  gloves  which  are 
worn  are  either  misfits  or  borrowed,  or 
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have  been  sold  to  the  feminine  consciencer 
by  one  of  the  draperial  prigs  of  whom  I 
have  spoken  as  doing  business  behind 
dark  counters. 

In  a  NONCONFORMISTCON- 
SCIENCE  picture,  pure  and  simple,  you 
never  see  an  undraped  form,  and  one  of 
the  consequences  is  that  when  by  a  stroke 
of  luck  a  young  consciencer  gets  a  week- 
end in  Paris,  his  eyes  are  glued  to  the 
windows  of  the  picture  shops  in  his 
anxiety  to  improve  his  mind,  or  if  he  is 
up  in  Town  on  an  excursion,  he  gets  in 
the  front  seat  of  a  music-hall  gallery  and 
achieves  the  same  purpose  by  fixedly 
staring  at  the  ladies  on  the  stage  through 
opera-glasses  ;  for  human  nature  will  out, 
even  in  consciencers. 

What  is  the  result  of  this  absurd 
Puritanism  ?  One  effect  at  anyrate  is 
to  create  patrons  for  those  enterprising 
persons  who  deal  in  pictures  and  letter- 
press which  are  neither  edifying  nor 
moral.  Consciencers  cannot  openly  con- 
done productions  which,  to  put  the 
matter  delicately,  are  very  French ;  but 
they  can  in  secret  study  Art  of  a  sort,  in 
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that  it  is  true  to  nature.  The  greater 
the  private  means,  the  greater  the  collec- 
tions. I  recall  the  case  of  a  very 
prominent  lay  consciencer  of  peculiarly 
benevolent  aspect  —  a  not  uncommon 
thing  amongst  the  tribes — who  was  also 
a  man  of  considerable  culture  and  taste, 
which  are  somewhat  rare  attributes  in 
these  people.  He  was  noted  for  charity 
and  general  good  and  moral  work,  and 
belonged  to  a  particularly  rigid  sect. 
He  died  abroad,  when  travelling  for 
health's  sake,  and  amongst  his  effects 
was  a  splendid  collection  of  books  and 
drawings  in  portfolios.  These  included 
the  choicest  works  of  Rowlandson, 
Hogarth  and  Gilray,  to  name  only  two 
or  three  artists  who  were  not  remarkable 
for  delicacy,  and  altogether  the  produc- 
tions were  such  as  might  have  made 
even  Rabelais  gasp.  These  masterpieces 
were  apparently  well  secured  from  prying 
eyes  by  means  of  ingenious  locks,  and 
probably  if  the  good  owner  had  antici- 
pated a  demise  abroad  he  would  have 
taken  care  to  obviate  the  shock  of  their 
discovery    as    his     cherished     property. 
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They  were  sold  for  large  prices,  and 
some  of  the  choicest  found  their  way  into 
the  collections,  not  necessarily  for  public 
exhibition,  of  other  consciencers.  I  am 
willing  to  believe  that  it  is  possible  they 
were  acquired  for  immediate  and  ruthless 
destruction,  to  put  them  beyond  the 
power  of  working  mischief. 

The  baneful  influence  on  Art  which 
the  NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE 
exercises  dates  from  the  time  of  the 
sampler.  The  sampler,  like  many  other 
nightmares,  is  a  thing  of  the  past, 
in  that  it  is  no  longer  produced ;  but  it 
was  with  the  nation  long  enough  to 
make  its  evil  lasting,  if  not  permanent. 
The  sampler  was  a  picture  worked  in 
wools  of  many  colours  on  a  canvas 
ground,  and  the  subject  was  almost  in- 
variably scriptural  or  Bunyany.  The 
Holy  Family  flying  from  Egypt  was  a 
favourite  effort,  and  I  vividly  recall  a 
masterpiece  of  this  sort,  executed  by  a 
venerable  female  ancestor,  about  four 
feet  square,  with  Joseph  walking  by  the 
side  of  an  ass  on  which  was  a  child  with 
balls   of  red  worsted  as  cheeks,  and  a 
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woman  with  a  sort  of  elliptical  white 
dish-cover  over  her  head  as  a  halo.  The 
pyramids  of  Cairo  rose  up  in  the  back- 
ground like  equilateral  triangles.  The 
remarkable  thing  about  it  was  that 
although  Joseph  was  supposed  to  be 
flying  he  was  leaning  in  a  thoughtful 
attitude  against  a  shepherd's  staff,  and  the 
donkey  was  nibbling  some  grass  the  very 
greenness  of  which  meant  sudden  death. 
After  the  sampler  came  the  deluge  of 
engravings  made  in  Germany  which  still 
add  to  the  horrors  of  NONCONFOR- 
MISTCONSCIENCE  hotels  and  lodging- 
houses.  The  subjects  were  usually  scrip- 
tural, and  a  very  favourite  one  was  a 
female  figure,  in  her  nightdress,  cHnging  to 
a  stone  cross  conveniently  planted  on  a 
rock  in  mid-ocean.  Shafts  of  light  shone 
on  her  from  the  sky,  and  half-pints  of 
water  dashed  over  her  from  the  rock  to 
indicate  the  storm  from  which  the  good 
creature  was  being  saved  by  clinging  to 
the  cross.  The  picture  was  generally 
called  ''  Rock  of  Ages,"  and  possibly 
inspired  Mr  Gladstone  in  the  writing  of 
his  Latin  version  of  the  famous  hymn  of 
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that  name.  I  believe  there  is  no  question 
that  it  is  the  direct  cause  of  trippers 
from  NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE 
bethels  to  the  seaside  wandering  on  the 
sands  of  the  shore,  and  when  a  fish  tea 
and  the  shades  of  eventide  have  worked 
them  up  to  the  proper  pitch,  suddenly 
breaking  into  a  doleful  roar  of  the  de- 
pressing melody. 

If  the  form  of  NONCONFORMIST- 
CONSCIENCE  Art  is  not  the  sampler  or 
the  German  engraving,  it  is  a  florid  text 
which  serves  the  treble  purpose  of  im- 
proving your  mind,  keeping  the  fear  of 
hell  in  your  heart,  and  protecting  the 
wall-paper  from  your  wash-stand  soap- 
suds. All  these  examples  of  NONCON- 
FORMISTCONSCIENCE Art  may  be 
seen  in  temperance  hotels  frequented  by 
consciencers,  where  they  charge  you  for 
attendance  in  the  bill,  and  the  servants 
hover  lovingly  about  you  as  you  leave,  to 
fleece  you  doubly ;  and  in  lodging-houses 
where  they  raid  your  larder  and  make 
you  pay  a  shilhng  for  a  penny  loaf. 

But  if  we  have  been  mercifully  delivered 
from    the    NONCONFORMISTCON- 
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SCIENCE  Art  of  darker  days,  we  are 
glutted  with  it  in  a  newer  form.  There 
is  not  a  popular  magazine  which  has  not 
had  all  excellence  in  Art  crushed  out 
of  it  by  the  NONCONFORMISTCON- 
SCIENCE.  The  NONCONFORMIST- 
CONSCIENCE  must  not  be  offended  or 
shocked,  and  accordingly  the  pictures  are 
reduced  to  a  degrading  level  of  common- 
placeness  so  that  they  can  with  safety  be 
introduced  to  the  inspection  of  young  miss 
from  boarding-school  or  young  master 
from  day-school — as  if  the  dear  creatures 
did  not  already  know  a  good  deal  more 
than  their  fond  parents  could  teach  them. 
This  pandering  to  the  NONCONFOR- 
MISTCONSCIENCE,  this  bowlderising 
and  emasculation  of  Art — or  as  Private 
Mulvaney  would  say,  taking  the  tripes 
out  of  it — is  responsible  for  the  present 
glut  of  harmless  magazines  and  the 
prosperity  of  numbers  of  male  and  female 
artists  who  were  never  cursed  with  a 
single  original  idea  since  they  began 
operations,  and  never  will  be,  for  the 
editors  will  not  give  them  a  chance. 
They  can   do   all   the   drawing   that    is 
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wanted  of  them  by  studying  an  average 
wash-house,  which  will  answer  as  a  type 
of  bethel  suitable  for  illustrating  NON- 
CONFORMISTCONSCIENCE  stories 
about  smugs  and  smuggesses  who  never 
did  wrong  and  were  never  interesting ; 
and  the  common  or  garden  young  female 
who  has  money  in  the  Post  Office 
Savings  Bank,  goes  to  Sunday  School  and 
chapel,  adores  the  flabby  minister,  and 
does  not  wear  stays. 

When  you  come  to  the  realms  of  music 
you  are  met  with  a  state  of  things  which 
puts  NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE 
Art  into  the  shade,  if  that  were  possible. 
The  little  consciencer  maid  is  of  course 
taught  to  thump  the  piano  and  there  are 
regiments  of  consciencer  boys  who  learn 
the  same  trashy  accomplishment  through 
the  folly  of  parents  who  think  that  in 
this  way  they  are  raising  their  offspring 
above  the  general  low  level  of  con- 
sciencers. 

So  far  so  bad.  These  juvenile  pests 
are  shocking  enough ;  but  when  they 
get  into  the  bethel  matters  are  infinitely 
worse.       They     are    supposed    to    have 
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voices,  to  be  able  to  sing ;  and  therefore 
are  thrust  into  the  choir,  where  the  only 
difference  between  them  and  other 
vocalists  who  have  had  no  training  at 
all  is  that  they  make  a  more  objection- 
able noise.  I  have  known  consciencer 
choir  members  of  both  sexes  who  could 
sing  so  little  that  to  hear  them  was  like 
listening  to  a  bellman  announcing  a 
property  sale.  Without  knowing  one 
note  from  another  they  would  have 
sheets  of  music  in  front  of  them,  and 
were  just  crafty  enough  to  turn  over 
the  leaves  when  the  organist  did.  And  yet 
they  would  talk  glibly  about  ''  Choppin  " 
and  "  'Andel  "  and  "  Beatoven  "  and  all 
the  rest  of  the  names  with  which  they 
had  become  famihar  in  print. 

With  the  idea  of  introducing  '^  cheer- 
fulness" and  ''brightness"  into  NON- 
CONFORMISTCONSCIENCE  worship 
these  choirs  have  been  much  developed 
and  encouraged  in  recent  years,  and  the 
result  has  been  to  drive  away  from  chapel 
any  self-respecting  person  who  knows  what 
good  music  is  by  visiting  nonconsciencer 
churches    and   entertainments.       There 
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is  nothing  more  appallingly  depressing 
than  to  hear  these  vocaUsts — being 
unpaid  volunteers  they  can,  of  course, 
do  as  they  like — give  what  is  called  an 
anthem,  before  the  sermon  comes  on, 
and  while  the  good  man  in  the  pulpit — 
or  rostrum — is  refreshing  from  a  tumbler 
before  delivering  himself  of  his  sermon. 

I  see  the  whole  terrible  spectacle  in  my 
mind's  eye  as  I  write.  I  am  sitting 
in  the  area — I  had  a  pew  in  the  area 
because  it  was  more  respectable  than  the 
gallery,  and  because  it  was  nearer  the 
door,  and  sometimes  I  could  slip  out — 
and  in  front  of  me  are  long  sweeping 
curves  of  pews.  Iron  pillars  shoot  up  a 
tremendous  height  and  support  the 
galleries  and  a  roof  which  is  something 
like  the  Painted  Hall  at  Greenwich, 
only  infinitely  less  beautiful.  Straight 
ahead,  at  the  back  of  the  chapel,  is  a  huge 
organ,  worked  by  hydraulic  power — as 
you  may  know  when  the  organist,  who 
is  not  much  of  a  player,  has  all  the  water 
in  and  all  the  stops  out.  In  front  of 
this  instrument  stretch  the  choir-seats, 
two  rows  capable  of  holding  about  forty 
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performers,  who  are  in  full  view  of  the 
congregation.  In  the  front  centre  of  the 
choir-seats  is  the  rostrum,  behind  which, 
by  the  way,  many  a  Httle  love  affair  has 
been  concocted  by  the  choristers. 

The  performers  rise  and  give  the 
anthem  or  other  musical  selection  which 
has  been  fixed  upon  and  imperfectly 
practised  at  the  week-day  rehearsal. 
Perhaps  there  is  a  solo  in  it,  and  in  that 
case  your  gloom  is  deepened,  since  the 
only  qualification  for  a  consciencer  soloist 
is  that  he  or  she  shall  have  nerve  enough 
to  get  up  and  face  the  people.  The 
music  itself  is  beautiful  and  the  words 
comforting  enough — both  of  which  I 
know  from  hearing  the  same  things 
given  in  mellow  minsters  by  skilled 
voices — but  I  can  imagine  nothing  more 
dismal  and  hope-crushing  than  these 
exhibitions  of  vocal  powers  in  consciencer 
places  of  worship.  They  give  to  certain 
compositions^  associations  soj  repellant 
that  to  have  to  listen  to  them,  even  under 
the  best  conditions,  is  to  have  your 
susceptibilities  wounded  as  with  a 
surgeon's  knife. 
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Can  3'ou  wonder  that  when  a  con- 
sciencer  kicks  over  the  traces  he  swiftly 
revenges  himself  for  the  miseries  he  has 
endured,  goes  to  the  local  music-hall, 
drinks  his  glass  of  beer,  smokes  his  pipe, 
joins  in  the  chorus  of  the  latest  song  by 
the  middle-aged  young  lady  in  pink 
clothing — and  not  much  of  it — and  is 
all  the  better  citizen  for  it  ? 
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THE   LAY   CONSCIENCER 

Terrible  and  hopeless  as  the  ministerial 
consciencer  is,  and  as  I  have  shown  him 
to  be,  he  is  in  some  respects  far  less  awful 
than  the  lay  consciencer,  the  man  who 
recognises  no  Church  authority,  who 
flouts  the  archbishop  and  hates  the 
parson,  and  believes  in  no  man's  great- 
ness or  goodness  except  his  own.  He 
may  be,  and  often  is,  a  large  employer  of 
labour,  controlhng  his  hundreds  or  even 
thousands  of  workpeople  with  a  hand  the 
ruthlessness  of  which  a  martinet  com- 
manding officer  might  long  for  in  vain. 
His  word  is  law,  and  his  law  is  often  as 
erratic  at  his  aspirates. 

"  Sack  'er — I  don't  like  'er,"  said  a 
consciencer  who  could  count  his  money 
by  the  six,  and  nearly  seven,  figures  in 
pounds  sterling.     He  had  gone  into  one 
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of  his  weaving-sheds  and  seen  an  unfor- 
tunately stout  woman  ;  and  for  this 
unfathomable  reason  she  was  dismissed 
on  the  spot. 

The'NONCONFORMISTCON- 
CIENCE  in  which  he  had  been  brought 
up,  had  driven  all  decent  humanity  out 
of  him.  He  was,  as  I  have  said,  almost  a 
millionaire  ;  yet  he  thought  it  enough 
to  allow  two  maiden  sisters  a  few  shillings 
a  week  each,  so  that  they  could  live  in 
one-storeyed  cottages  within  gunshot  of 
his  own  princely  railed-in  town  residence. 

It  was  the  brother  of  another  con- 
sciencer  millionaire  who  proudly  showed 
me  a  letter  from  the  illustrious  relative. 
It  began  "  Dear  Sir,"  and  was  written 
on  a  typewriter.  In  him  also  the  NON- 
CONFORMISTCONSCIENCE  had  done 
its  fell  work  full  well. 

Again  there  was  a  consciencer  who 
clamoured  for  many  years  in  public  to 
abolish  the  Lords  and  the  landlords,  to 
crush  the  Church  out  of  association  with 
the  State  and  to  give  the  people  liberty, 
glorious  liberty — so  that  presumably  they 
could  be  trapped  and  harassed  by  him 
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and  others  like  him.  Beheving  in  his  talk 
and  protestations  certain  people  made  an 
effort  to  get  him  to  allow  a  bit  of  his  land 
to  be  used  for  public  improvements. 
Not  in  the  least.  He  positively  refused 
to  have  it  touched.  More  than  that,  so 
that  the  vulgar  eyes  of  the  mere  people 
should  not  invade  his  privacy,  his  grounds, 
on  the  side  where  a  highway  skirts  them, 
were  protected  by  a  high  wall.  He  was 
living  some  time  ago,  and  probably  is 
yet ;  for  your  layman  consciencer  is  a 
tough  subject  and  dies  hard. 

In  the  whole  range  of  Englishmen  it 
would  be  impossible  to  find  meaner  and 
narrower  specimens  of  mankind  than  you 
can  put  hands  on  without  effort  amongst 
lay  consciencers.  I  am  not  an  analytical 
novelist  nor  a  psychological  expert,  and 
do  not  pretend  to  be  able  to  account  for 
the  mode  of  manufacture  of  the  creature 
who  is  a  discredit  to  civilisation  and 
seems  to  be  peculiarly  the  product  of  the 
NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE.  I 
can  only  deal  with  the  animal  as  I  have 
met  and  seen  him. 

There  are  a  few  exceptions  to  every 
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rule,  and  occasionally  it  may  be  possible 
to  come  across  a  liberal  good-hearted 
consciencer  who  is  disinterested ;  but  take 
the  average  chapel,  and  the  average  male 
consciencer  in  it,  and  you  will  find  a  man 
whose  meanness  and  narrowness  are 
almost  past  belief.  Often  enough  he 
would  rather  die  than  not  go  to  the  chapel 
or  attend  the  Sunday  School  of  which  he 
may  be  a  superintendent.  I  have  just  read 
of  the  case  of  a  public  man  who  proudly 
boasted  that  he  had  not  been  late  for 
Sunday  School  more  than  once  in  nearly 
forty  years,  and  that  was  because  his 
watch  had  stopped — but  this  form  of 
madness  seems  to  have  no  effect  beyond 
hardening  a  consciencer's  heart. 

If  the  truth  could  be  got  at,  it  would  be 
found  that  the  lay  consciencer  has  made 
a  fetish  of  his  chapel-going  for  two  out- 
standing reasons — there  is  some  hidden 
attraction  about  the  place  which  he  can- 
not resist,  and  his  home  has  been  made 
so  hideous  on  a  Sunday  by  the  oppres- 
sion of  the  NONCONFORMISTCON- 
SCIENCE  that  he  is  fain  to  fly  from  it  in 
the  morning  and  evening  and  seek  refuge 
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amongst  the  sympathetic  worshippers 
who  are  doing  the  same.  Chapel-going 
has  become  a  habit  with  him,  too,  just  as 
drinking  and  theatre-going  are  habits 
with  other  classes,  and  he  can  no  more 
break  himself  off  it  than  the  bar-ranger  can 
keep  from  the  beer-engines  or  the  young 
man  about  town  from  the  stage-door. 

There  is  another  way  of  looking  at  the 
matter.  Most  men  are  ambitious  to  a 
greater  or  a  lesser  extent ;  and  the  lay 
consciencer  who  sticks  to  his  creed  aspires 
to  some  of  the  high  positions  which  are 
available  to  him  and  his  kind — that  is,  a 
deaconship  or  a  post  on  the  Executive. 
These  are  coveted  distinctions  and  are 
open  only  to  the  regular  frequenter  of 
the  bethel. 

If  you,  my  reader,  are  a  consciencer — 
in  which  case  you  have  my  sincere 
sympathy — or  an  ex  -  consciencer,  in 
which  case  I  congratulate  you  very 
heartily  on  your  escape  from  bondage — 
you  will  know  the  type  of  man  I  have  in 
mind.  You  have  seen  him  in  your 
bethel,  where  he  has  tried  to  induce  you 
to  invest  your  money  in  a  concern  in 
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which  he  is  interested,  or  you  have  come 
across  him  in  the  Sunday  School,  where 
he  has  endeavoured  to  borrow  your 
money  so  that  he  can  juggle  with  it  to 
his  own  satisfaction. 

There  was  a  prominent  chapel  whose 
lay  leaders  were  all  mixed  up  in  a  foreign 
land  scheme,  the  purpose  of  which  was  to 
get  a  high  percentage  out  of  poor  devils 
of  farmers  who  were  mortgaged  up  to 
the  eyes.  The  obvious  purpose  of  the 
venture  was  to  bleed  the  tiller  of  the  soil, 
which  they  were  in  the  habit  of  asserting 
was  given  by  Providence  for  the  general 
good  of  man.  For  something  like  ten 
years  these  good  lay  consciencers  got 
their  ten  per  cent. ;  then  came  the  crash, 
and  at  least  two  of  the  investors  had  their 
death  hastened  by  the  shock  of  the 
stopped  dividends  and  the  departure 
of  the  golden-egg-laying  ventures.  Even 
the  hope  offered  by  the  chapel  of  much 
better  times  to  come  had  no  cheering 
effect  on  their  spirits.  They  had  got  all 
their  original  capital  back  ;  but  that  was 
not  enough.  They  were  good  consciencers 
— and  wanted  more. 
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There  was  a  Sunday  School  in  which 
one  of  the  teachers,  a  lay  consciencer, 
borrowed  all  the  money  that  all  his 
scholars  possessed,  refraining  from  reveal- 
ing to  them — doubtless  from  motives  of 
delicacy  and  regard  for  their  feelings — the 
fact  that  he  was  an  undischarged  bank- 
rupt. There  is  not  a  consciencer  or 
ex-consciencer  who  has  seen  anything 
of  life  behind  the  scenes  who  could  not 
give  a  long  list  of  similar  wrongdoers. 

No  one  who  has  not  had  a  Ifelong 
experience  of  the  particular  breed  of  lay 
consciencers  with  whom  I  am  dealing 
can  credit  the  real  nature  of  the  creature. 
If  he  goes  in  for  charity  at  all,  it  must  be 
on  strictly  commercial  lines.  He  keeps 
a  credit  and  debit  account,  and  unless  he 
sees  a  heavenly  and  earthly  balance  in  his 
favour  there  is  no  getting  anything  out 
of  him.  Some  of  the  most  ungenerous 
and  close-fisted  men  in  England  at  this 
moment  are  to  be  found  amongst  lay 
consciencers. 

There  is  one  specially  repellant  type  of 
lay  consciencer.  He  is  the  production  of 
perhaps    two    or    three    gencations    of 
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consciencers  and  is  the  man  who  has 
gone  in  for  money-making  on  Hnes  of 
strict  honesty,  as  he  imagines  it  to  be. 
He  would  not  rob  a  sparrow,  and 
would  not  give  a  penny  to  keep  his 
friends  out  of  the  workhouse.  He  is  the 
son  of  respectable  parents,  and  begins  life 
on  a  pound  a  week  in  a  place  of  business, 
surrounded  by  admirable  trade  precepts 
and  infected  with  the  holy  atmosphere  of 
the  bethel.  He  marries,  at  an  early  age, 
a  weaver,  and  sends  her  off  to  the  mill 
at  five  o'clock,  on  the  morning  after  the 
wedding-day,  so  that  she  can  do  her  share 
in  keeping  the  pot  boiling.  He  also 
keeps  in  touch  with  his  chapel  and  his 
Sunday  School,  for  this  association  is  a 
valuable  asset  in  the  career  on  which  he 
has  embarked.  By  strict  frugahty  he 
manages  to  put  some  money  into  the 
building-society  and  in  due  course  to 
borrow  money  from  that  institution — a 
concern,  by  the  way,  vastly  affected  and 
supported  by  the  NONCONFORMIST- 
CONSCIENCE. 

In  his  courting  days  he  has  wandered 
through  many  a  pleasant  meadow  on  the 
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outskirts  of  the  town.  He  has  frequented 
them  for  two  great  reasons — they  provide 
him  with  cheap  bouquets  for  his  love,  and 
give  him  unspeakable  joy  by  enabling 
him  in  his  mind's  eye  to  cut  them  up  and 
drain  them,  and  parcel  them  out  in 
building  plots.  The  man  has  no  love  of 
Nature — he  reduces  earth  and  sky  to 
£  s.  d.,  and  there  is  not  one  of  God's  good 
gifts  which  he  would  not  turn  to  profit  if 
he  could. 

In  the  fulness  of  time  he  gets  his  heart's 
desire.  He  has  sunk  his  wife  to  the  level 
of  a  wage-and-child-producer,  and  when 
she  leaves  off,  the  children  take  on.  They 
become  "  full-timers  "  and  earn  money 
on  which  he  lays  hands  ruthlessly  every 
Friday  night,  which  is  factory  pay-time. 
His  wife  is  now  able  to  stay  at  home  and 
do  the  drudgery,  and  wonder,  when  she 
has  time  to  think,  why  God  made  the 
world  so  workaday  and  gloomy. 

The  layman  consciencer's  net  is  spread 
and  his  fish  is  nearly  caught.  The 
meadows  of  his  courting  days  fall  to  him, 
with  the  help  of  the  building-society,  and 
superior  jerry  buildings  are  run  up  and 
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taken  as  fast  as  they  are  finished.  It  is 
no  effort  to  the  consciencer,  who  is  now  a 
local  preacher  and  stands  well  with  the 
chapel  and  his  fellow-consciencers,  to  let 
the  houses  and  collect  his  money,  and  it  is 
no  hardship  to  go  on  scraping  and 
economising  until  the  day  comes  when 
his  entire  property  is  free  of  the  mortgage 
— or,  as  the  saying  goes,  "  until  the 
monkey  is  cleared  off  the  roof  " — and  he  is 
the  owner  of  a  perfect  colony  of  jerry- 
buildings,  built  in  streets  of  hideous 
monotony,  which  are  paying  a  clear 
twelve  per  cent. 

He  is  a  well-to-do  man  at  last,  but  the 
only  difference  in  him  is  that  he  has 
changed  his  god.  He  now  worships 
money,  although  publicly  he  still  goes  to 
the  bethel  and  groans  and  prays  with  the 
best  of  them. 
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THE   CONSCIENCER'S   SABBATH 

The  intelligent  reader — who  is  not 
necessarily  a  consciencer — will  not  have 
failed  to  observe  that  I  am  neither 
vinegary  nor  vitriolic.  He  will  readily 
perceive  that  I  am  just  a  plain  speaker 
and  a  lover  of  the  truth,  and  that  I  bear 
no  more  ill  will  against  my  former  fellow- 
consciencers  than  I  cherish  towards  any 
other  body  who  have  gone  wrong  ;  but  I 
do  wish  to  say  that  I  would  extend  to 
some  of  them  less  mercy  than  I  would 
show  to  a  German  or  a  motorist.  And  I 
would  give  the  shortest  shrift  and  the 
longest  rope  to  those  who  have  made  the 
Sabbath  what  it  is  and  are  keeping  up  the 
awful  day  and  its  associations  with  all  the 
energy  with  which  misguided  Nature  has 
endowed  their  toughened  frames.  That 
energy    is    very    great  ;     and    properly 
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applied  it  could  exercise  a  most  bene- 
ficial influence  on  mankind.  But  the 
NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE 
fuel  of  energy  is  very  much  like 
coal.  The  best  part  of  it  goes  off  in 
smoke. 

I  am  going  to  picture  for  you,  my  dear 
reader,  the  gloomy  joys  of  the  NON- 
CONFORMISTCONSCIENCE Sabbath, 
and  if  at  the  close  of  your  inspection  you 
do  not  wish  to  fly  to  Paris  and  trip  it  with 
the  best  of  them  along  the  boulevards,  and 
sip  it  with  the  thirstiest  of  them  in  the 
cafes,  and  other  places  which  I  may  not 
name,  you  are  not  the  good  Englishman  I 
hope  I  am  addressing. 

I  am  averse  to  padding  a  book  of  this 
description  with  extracts  from  the  works 
of  another,  for  I  like  to  stand  or  fall  by  my 
own  performances,  however  imperfect  the 
harsh  and  uncharitable  may  consider  them 
to  be.  But  I  am  going  to  deviate  from 
my  practice  to  the  extent  of  introducing 
the  most  powerful,  true  and  terrible 
description  of  the  NONCONFORMIST- 
CONSCIENCE  Sunday  that  was  ever 
written  by  a  man  who  knew  his  subject, 
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and  that  is  Charles  Dickens.  Here  it  is, 
from  Little  Dorrit  : — 

"  It  was  a  Sunday  evening  in  London, 
gloomy,  close,  and  stale.  Maddening 
church  bells  of  all  degrees  of  dissonance, 
sharp  and  flat,  cracked  and  clear,  fast  and 
slow,  made  the  brick-and-mortar  echoes 
hideous  .  .  . 

Mr  Arthur  Clennam  sat  in  the 
window  of  the  coffee-house  on  Ludgate 
Hill,  counting  one  of  the  neighbouring 
bells  .  .  . 

*  Thank  Heaven  ! '  said  Clennam  when 
the  hour  struck  and  the  bell  stopped. 

But  its  sound  had  revived  a  long 
train  of  miserable  Sundays,  and  the 
procession  would  not  stop  with  the  bell, 
but  continued  to  march  on. 

'  Heaven  forgive  me,'  said  he,  *  and 
those  who  trained  me !  How  I  have 
hated  this  day  !  ' 

There  was  the  dreary  Sunday  of  his 
childhood,  when  he  sat  with  his  hands 
before  him,  scared  out  of  his  senses  by  a 
horrible  tract  which  commenced  business 
with  the  poor  child  by  asking  him,  in  its 
title,  why  he  was  going  to  Perdition  ? — a 
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piece  of  curiosity   that  he  really,   in   a 
frock  and  drawers,  was  not  in  a  condition 
to   satisfy — and  which,   for   the  further 
attraction    of   liis   infant    mind,    had    a 
parenthesis  in  every  other  line  with  some 
such  hiccuping  reference  as  2  Ep.  Thess. 
c.  III.  V.  6  &  7.     There  was  the  sleepy 
Sunday   of   his   boyhood,   when,   like   a 
military    deserter,    he   was   marched   to 
chapel  by  a  picket    of    teachers    three 
times    a    day,    morally    handcuffed    to 
another    boy ;      and    when    he    would 
willingly    have    bartered   two    meals    of 
indigestible  sermon  for  another  ounce  or 
two   of   inferior    mutton   at   his   scanty 
dinner  in  the  flesh.     There  was  the  inter- 
minable Sunday  of  his  nonage  ;  when  his 
mother,  stern  of  face  and  unrelenting  of 
heart,  would  sit  all  day  behind  a  Bible — 
bound,  like  her  own  construction  of  it,  in 
the     hardest,     barest,     and     straightest 
boards,  with  one  dinted  ornament  on  the 
cover  like  the  drag  of  a  chain,  and  a 
wrathful  sprinkling  of  red  upon  the  edges 
of  the  leaves — as  if  it,  of  all  books !  were 
a  fortification  against  sweetness  of  temper, 
natural  affection,  and  gentle  intercourse. 
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There  was  the  resentful  Sunday  of  a  Httle 
later^  when  he  sat  glowering  and  glooming 
through  the  tardy  length  of  the  day,  with 
a  sullen  sense  of  injury  in  his  heart,  and 
no  more  real  knowledge  of  the  beneficent 
history  of  the  New  Testament  than  if  he 
had  been  bred  among  idolaters.  There 
was  a  legion  of  Sundays,  all  days  of  un- 
serviceable bitterness  and  mortification, 
slowly  passing  before  him." 

Times  have  changed  somewhat  since 
Dickens  in  the  bitterness  of  his  heart 
wrote  that  description  of  the  consciencer's 
Sabbath.  But  the  improvement  has  not 
been  brought  about  by  the  minister,  who 
is  incapable  of  accomplishing  any  useful 
reform,  being  only  a  man  of  words  ;  it  is 
due  to  the  rank  and  file  of  consciencers, 
who  are  kicking  against  the  pricks,  and 
like  the  Children  of  Israel,  are  escaping 
from  the  bondage  which  has  so  long 
oppressed  them.  All  the  same,  there  are 
regiments  of  good  consciencers  of  the  old 
and  middle-aged  schools  who  hold 
grimly  by  the  traditional  Sabbath,  and 
who  consider  it  a  sin  to  read  even  the 
Daily  News  on  Sunday. 
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That  such  conscienccrs  are  good  in  a 
Hmited  sense  cannot  be  denied.  They 
are  good  on  strictly  mathematical  prin- 
ciples, on  purely  business  lines.  They 
would  not  rob  a  fellow-creature  of  a  half- 
penny, and  would  not  give  a  starving 
tramp  a  meal  or  a  copper.  They  would 
tell  him  they  paid  poor-rates,  and  refer 
him  to  the  workhouse. 

They  have  a  Sunday  spirit  just  as 
they  have  Sunday  clothes,  and  would  as 
soon  leave  off  the  one  as  the  other.  If 
your  perfect  consciencer  failed  to  appear 
in  his  Sabbath  garments  he  would  lose 
caste.  Saturday  night  comes,  and 
the  sacred  raiment  is  got  out.  The 
Sunday  underclothing  is  put  in  readi- 
ness and  the  Sabbath  polish  is  applied 
to  the  boots  while  it  is  yet  week-day, 
for  it  is  a  sin  to  clean  them  on  Sunday. 
The  Sunday  dinner  has  been  prepared 
also,  so  that  the  loftiness  of  the  con- 
sciencer's  mind  shall  not  be  lowered  by 
the  vulgar  smell  of  cooking,  and  so  that 
there  shall  be  nothing  to  detract  from  the 
concentration  of  the  mind  on  the  full  en- 
joyment of  all  the  gloom  of  the  day  of  rest. 
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Sunday  morning  comes,  and  the  first 
thing  to  be  done,  if  there  is  a  family,  is  to 
get  the  children  safe  into  Sunday  School 
-^  -id  so  out  of  the  way.  The  little  victims 
fidget  on  the  forms  until  chapel  time, 
hearing  about  personages  in  whom  they 
are  but  slightly  interested,  and  accident- 
ally coming  across  biblical  incidents 
which  are  not  quite  the  sort  of  reading 
you  would  place  in  the  hands  of  the 
young.  Some  juvenile  consciencers,  by 
the  way,  are  very  clever  at  picking  out 
these  interesting  verses,  and  if  you  see  a 
group  of  them  huddling  over  the  book 
and  listening  to  the  surreptitious  reading 
of  a  selection  you  may  be  sure  it  is  not  the 
text  which  has  been  chosen  for  the  day. 
Sunday  School  being  over,  the  young 
people  are  driven  into  the  adjacent  or 
adjoining  edifice  and  compelled  to  listen 
to  a  long  windy  sermon  on  nothing  in 
particular.  They  are  all  resplendent  in 
their  Sunday  best,  and  at  the  close  of  the 
service  they  are  taken  for  a  priggish 
walk  ;  then  home  to  dinner — a  dismal 
meal  which  is  helped  along  with  cold 
water  or  sickly  home-made  lemonade.     If 
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there  is  any  conversation  at  all,  it  relates 
to  the  sermon,  and  the  dwarfed  intellects 
of  the  juveniles  are  troubled  about  the 
text  and  the  discourse  in  questions  which 
are  more  harrying  than  a  wrestle  with  a 
pigs-in-clover  puzzle. 

Probably  little  Percival  remembers  all 
about  the  chapter  and  verse,  because  he  is 
going  in  for  the  Sunday  School  Scripture 
examination  and  is  being  crammed  with 
biblical  force-meat  to  the  end  that  he 
may  carry  off  a  twopenny  certificate 
which  will  be  framed  in  German  gilt  and 
suspended  from  the  wall  in  the  parlour, 
or  sitting-room  or  drawing-room,  until 
such  time  as  reason  and  liberty  suddenly 
assail  him,  then  he  will  fling  the  thing  into 
the  fire  or  the  dustbin.  Meanwhile  little 
Percival,  between  dinner  and  Sunday 
School  in  the  afternoon,  will  go  upstairs 
and  juggle  his  brothers  out  of  their  bags 
of  marbles  and  Saturday  pennies  and 
float  a  mortgage  on  their  toys,  since  he  is 
an  early  victim  to  one  of  those  mysterious 
workings  of  the  NONCONFORMIST- 
CONSCIENCE  which  I  for  one  have 
never  been  able  to  comprehend. 
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To  school  again  for  the  children,  and  a 
nap  for  pa  and  ma  till  they  return.  There 
is  an  early  tea,  and  after  that  a  walk  in 
the  local  park  or  cemetery — cemetery  by 
preference,  as  it  has  a  restraining  and 
improving  influence  on  the  mind,  and  is 
more  in  keeping  with  the  consciencer's 
Sabbath  than  a  park,  where  the  con- 
sciencer  mind  may  be  shocked  by  the 
spectacle  of  some  human  beings,  who  have 
been  slaving  all  the  week,  enjoying  them- 
selves. Stern  fingers  are  pointed  at  these 
wantons,  and  their  future  punishment  by 
an  outraged  country  indicated  by  shakes 
of  the  head  and  brief  sentences.  Little 
Percival,  nevertheless,  fervently  wishes 
that  he  could  run  about  like  them,  and 
that  his  body  was  not  so  tightly  swathed 
in  a  velvet  suit  and  his  hands  so  closely 
cased  in  kid  gloves. 

Back  home,  to  get  ready  for  some  local 
mission  or  chapel,  and  then  at  the  close 
of  these  services  a  return  to  the  sheltering 
roof,  where  the  family  have  some  de- 
pressing hymns  or  music  on  the  piano  or 
harmonium,  and  after  that  to  bed.  Little 
Percival  and  the  rest  say  their  prayers, 
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and  if  they  are  thankful  at  all  it  is  because 
the  gloomy  day  is  done.  Now  comes  a 
chance  for  pa  and  ma  to  read  the  religious 
weeklies,  to  glow  with  thankfulness  that 
they  and  theirs  are  better  than  the  rest  of 
humanity,  that  they  have  done  nothing 
to  desecrate  the  Sabbath  ;  and  generally 
further  to  cripple  their  narrowed  minds 
and  harden  their  tough  hearts  with  their 
rigid  righteousness. 

Another  Sunday  is  ended,  and  from 
first  to  last  there  has  not  been  a  ghnt  of 
pleasure  or  a  ray  of  hope  in  it. 

So  it  is  with  the  family  of  parents  and 
children.  The  picture  is  the  same,  but 
more  aggravated,  with  the  smaller  home, 
the  veteran  consciencers  whose  sons  and 
daughters  have  either  gone  out  into  the 
world  and  are  scattered,  or  have  been 
put  to  rest  long  ago  and  remain  but  as 
memories.  The  husband  is  probably  a 
chapel  deacon  and  the  wife  is  an  active 
worker  in  bazaar  undertakings  for  the 
heathen  and  the  Pleasant  Monday 
Evenings  for  women  at  home.  Both  are 
advanced  in  years  and  have  hardened 
into  a  state  which  can  be  only  described 
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as  ferocious  piety.  The  Sabbath  for 
them  is  a  debauch  of  devotion.  Morning, 
noon  and  night  there  is  chapel  praise,  or 
chapel  talk  or  chapel  reading.  If  there 
is  a  stroll  out  into  a  neighbouring  park 
with  a  visitor  the  very  memory  of  the 
place  is  made  nauseous  by  association 
with  the  blatant  commonplaces  about 
the  beneficence  of  Nature  and  the  excel- 
lence and  perfection  of  the  scheme  of 
earth  and  air  and  sea  and  sky  which  have 
been  culled  from  numberless  vapourings 
from  the  pulpit  or  rostrum. 

Tennis,  boating,  cycling — all  and  any 
healthy  recreations  are  as  thoroughly 
taboo  to  the  rigid  consciencer  on  Sunday, 
as  the  museums  and  art  galleries  and 
parks  are.  Your  rabid  consciencer  would 
shut  up  every  open  space  and  every  public 
building,  stop  every  tram  and  bus  and 
train,  close  every  inn  and  alehouse  and 
every  shop  on  Sunday,  if  he  could  work 
his  greedy,  narrow  will.  He  would  keep 
only  chapels  open,  and  would  literally,  if  he 
dare  do  it,  go  out  into  the  highways  and 
byways  and  drag  the  people  in  to  worship. 
He  calls  himself  an  Independent  or  what 

i6i 


NONCONFORMIST  CONSCIENCE 

not/Vlover  of  liberty,  and  yet  there  is  no 
harder  taskmaster  amongst  all  the  creeds 
of  all  the  world  than  the  consciencer  who 
is  responsible  for  making  the  Sabbath 
what  it  has  been  up  to  recent  years  and 
who,  if  he  had  his  way,  would  make  it 
gloomier  and  staler  than  it  ever  was. 

And  he  is  so  blind  with  it  all.  He  for- 
bids his  sons  to  use  the  tennis-lawn  on 
Sundays,  or  to  go  boating,  or  riding  ;  and 
believes  he  is  making  them  good  by 
moral  example  and  forced  persuasion. 
And  they  let  him  think  so.  Only  the 
fond  mother,  who  does  not  know  much  of 
the  world,  wonders  why  her  dear  ones' 
eyes  are  so  bleared  sometimes  and  their 
faces  so  blotchy.  She  tries  to  think  that 
it  is  change  of  weather  and  that  treacle 
and  brimstone  will  set  things  right  ;  but 
in  her  heart  she  knows  that  this  is  not  the 
truth,  and  that  when  the  young  men  say 
that  they  have  been  to  Exeter  Hall  it 
does  not  follow  that  they  have  not  been 
debauching  in  some  other  part  of  the 
Strand. 

These  efforts  to  force  the  NONCON- 
FORMISTCONSCIENCE  Sabbath  on 
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Englishmen  generally  are  not  new.  They 
date  from  the  times  when  consciencers 
beheved  that  by  Act  of  Parliament  all 
men  could  be  made  as  good  as  they  were. 

There  is  a  striking  historical  case  in 
point,  and  I  will  give  it  as  a  warning  to 
the  wayward  consciencer. 

In  the  days  when  Puritans  ruled 
Boston,  Captain  St  Loe,  commanding 
a  British  man-of-war  lying  in  Boston 
Harbour,  went  ashore  and  was  instantly 
arrested  for  taking  a  walk  on  the  Lord's 
Day.  On  the  following  day  he  was  fined 
for  his  behaviour  and  refusing  to  pay  he 
was  put  into  the  stocks  for  an  hour,  and 
forced  to  listen  to  the  prigs  who  then 
swarmed  in  New  England.  He  listened 
patiently,  and  when  released  shook  hands 
with  the  preachers  and  said  he  had  been 
much  edified  by  the  discourse  and  his 
imprisonment.  Rejoicing  greatly  over 
this  repentant  sinner,  they  had  good 
reason  to  believe  during  the  next  few 
weeks  that  his  contrition  was  sincere  and 
lasting,  and  readily  accepted  the  captain's 
invitation  to  go  on  board  and  share  in  a 
farewell  dinner. 
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When  the  feast  was  at  its  height  a 
party  of  sailors  entered  the  cabin,  fell  on 
them,  stripped  and  trussed  them  and 
then  hauled  them  on  deck,  and  gave 
them  a  refreshing  dose  of  the  "  cat." 
When  they  had  been  "  flayed  from  the 
nape  of  the  neck  to  the  hands "  the 
captain  took  a  polite  leave,  "  earnestly 
begging  them  to  remember  him  in  their 
prayers,"  The  consciencers  were  lowered 
into  a  boat,  and  having  been  saluted  with 
three  cheers,  Captain  St  Loe  made  sail. 

Gallant  British  officer !  There  are 
those  who  wish  that  some  of  our  present- 
day  sea-dogs  had  the  right  to  do  the  same 
sort  of  thing. 
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BLOOD   AND   FIRE 

The  best-hated  man  amongst  consciencers 
to-day  is  also  the  most  modest,  and  that 
is  the  ex-Rev  Wilham  Booth,  Methodist 
Minister  and  Commander-in-Chief  of  the 
Salvation  Army.  It  may  sound  extra- 
ordinary to  describe  this  celebrated 
officer  as  modest ;  but  he  is  essentially  so, 
for  although  he  could  call  himself  Field- 
Marshal  -  Admiral  -  of  -  the  -  Fleet  Wilham 
Booth,  could  issue  commissions  to  himself 
giving  every  sort  of  military  and  naval 
rank  that  ever  was  or  ever  was  not,  he 
has  the  singular  humility  never  to  pro- 
mote himself.  He  began  as  general,  he 
has  continued  as  general,  and  I  am  sure 
he  will  die  as  general.  Even  Field- 
Marshal  his  Most  Gracious  Majesty  the 
King  was  not  promoted  to  the  rank  of 
general  all  at  once. 
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General  William  Booth  is  an  officer  who 
commands  the  largest  army  that  was  ever 
assembled  under  one  head,  his  orders  are 
more  readily  obeyed  and  more  thoroughly 
executed  than  the  orders  which  were  ever 
given  by  any  other  general  whatsoever, 
not  even  excepting  Wellington,  whose 
abandoned  warriors  — God  rest  their 
gallant  souls ! — set  him  constantly  at 
defiance  when  wine  and  women  were 
concerned.  He  is  more  firmly  fixed  on 
his  throne  than  any  other  autocratic 
monarch  in  the  w^orld,  not  even  excepting 
that  other  William  who  leads  the  German 
band ;  and  he  has  crushed  all  efforts  to 
supplant  or  interfere  with  him. 

Attempts  have  been  made  to  split  him 
up  into  sections  ;  but  he  remains  to-day 
what  he  has  been  from  the  first,  the  only 
one  and  undivided  William.  His  family 
may  fret  and  fume  and  open  rival  estab- 
lishments, but  the  General-Commander 
in-Chief  goes  his  serene  way,  organising 
over-sea  expeditions  in  crack  liners  for 
himself,  and  knee-drill  and  wholesome 
fasting  for  his  troops,  lest  they  should 
weaken  for  want  of  exercise  and  wax  fat 
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by  over-eating.  He  has  had  his  crises, 
but  has  come  triumphant  through  them 
all. 

What  said  the  anonymous  poet  a  few 
years  ago,  when  the  harmony  of  the 
Booth  family  was  temporarily  ruffled,  as 
the  harmony  of  any  consciencer  family 
is  sure  to  be,  sooner  or  later,  when  the 
world,  the  flesh  and  the  devil  get  into  its 
midst  ?  He  said  this,  and  said  it  very 
well : — 

••  'Twixt  Billy  Booth  and  Bally  Booth 
The  course  of  friendship  runs  not  smooth. 
The  fight's  begun,  the  stubborn  son  must  yield, 

or  victory's  colours  fly  ; 
Or  young  B.B.  by  old  B.B.  be  beaten  by-and- 

bye  !  " 

**  Young  B.B."  was  Mr.  Ballington 
Booth,  and  "  old  B.B."  was  the  General- 
Commander-in-Chief,  irreverently  alluded 
to,  for  purposes  of  poetry  and  allitera- 
tion, as  "  Billy."  But  he  has  had  many 
harder  knocks  than  that,  and  has  borne 
them  so  well  that  I  could  almost  wish  he 
came  of  nobler  stock  than  consciencers. 

General  William  Booth  is  considered  by 
many  to  be  the  most  remarkable  and 
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useful  man  that  was  ever  given  to  England 
by  the  N  ON  CON  FO  RM  I  ST  CO  N- 
SCIENCE ;     and    I    agree    with    them. 
Poor  old  John  Wesley — who  "  regarded 
sin  as  the  cause  of  earthquakes,  and  godli- 
ness as  a  cure  for  them  "  ;  who  believed 
in  ghosts,   and  was   a  narrow  religious 
tyrant ;      Watts,    the    hymn-man    and 
inspirer    of  "  Birrellisms  "  ;    Bunyan  the 
Pilgrim-monger,    and    the    rest    of    the 
regiments  of  consciencers,  were  useful  in 
their  way  and  were  not  without  their 
effect — worse    luck  ! — on    history  ;     but 
they  saw  things  only  in  part  and  went  the 
wrong  way  to  work.     John  the  Wesley  an 
was  a  great  tub-thumper  and  terrifier  of 
females.  Watts  was  the  originator  of  a 
weird   system   of   mental   measurement, 
and  Bunyan  has  more  sins  to  answer  for 
than  he  can  ever  hope  to  redeem.     They 
all  affected  words  as  a  cure  for  every  evil 
which    afflicts   humanit}^ ;     but    General 
Booth   has   seen    far   beyond   any   such 
limited  range  of  vision.     He  knows  that 
man  is  an  animal,  and  that  woman  is  vain, 
and  has  treated  them  accordingly,  with 
marvellous  success.     He  has  drawn  the 
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lost  and  the  fallen  to  his  shelter  by 
furnishing  food,  drink,  fire  and  bedding, 
and  not  too  much  wood-chopping,  and 
after  that  plenty  of  beating  of  drums  and 
blaring  of  brazen  instruments  and  piping 
of  concertinas,  and  so  happily  to  bed.  He 
counts  his  officers,  male  and  female,  by 
the  thousand,  and  his  Hallelujah  Lasses 
and  rescued  criminals  are  numbered  by 
the  million.  He  has  staff-captains  who 
cannot  speak  English,  or  anything  like  it ; 
and  majoresses  and  corporalesses  who 
wear  poke  bonnets,  and  if  they  are  not 
by  nature  hideous,  make  themselves  so,  of 
malice  aforethought,  and  because  the 
General  wills  it.  "  Wear  a  poke  bonnet," 
he  says  ;  and  they  wear  it  as  readily  as  a 
Guardsman  stuffs  himself  into  stays. 

The  General's  banner  is  more  lurid  than 
his  motto,  and  that  is  "  Blood  and  Fire." 
And  blood  and  fire  it  is  with  a  vengeance. 
There  is  no  faint-heartedness  about  my 
friend  the  Commander-in-Chief. — I  may 
call  him  my  friend,  I  hope,  since  I  once 
met  and  talked  with  him,  and  spent  a 
night  in  one  of  his  hospitable  shelters. 
He  may  not  be  so  ready  to  recognise  me 
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as  I  am  to  acknowledge  him ;  but  I 
cannot  allow  a  trifle  like  that  to  influence 
my  claim.  It  will  gratify  my  friends  to 
learn  that  I  am  intimate  with  the  Head 
of  the  Army.  To  continue^  with  plead- 
ings for  pardon  for  this  and  other  devia- 
tions— for  you  must  remember  that  how- 
ever hard  an  ex-consciencer  tries  to  walk 
straight,  he  cannot  do  so ;  but  must 
progress  crab-wise,  such  is  the  lasting 
effect  of  his  early  upbringing. 

The  General  is  a  whole-souled,  ram- 
pant, energetic,  shouting,  weeping, 
laughing,  rousing,  irrepressible,  gather- 
'em-all-in  combatant,  and  has  been,  I 
believe,  only  once  publicly  routed — and 
that  was  by  a  journalist,  who  as  everyone 
knows,  is  like  an  author,  and  has  neither 
a  conscience  to  keep  him  straight,  nor  a 
soul  to  save,  and  gets  on  very  well  without 
them. 

The  journaHst — he  was  really  a  junior 
reporter — had  had  enough  of  a  meeting, 
and  rose  to  go. 

The  General  forbade  him  to  leave,  as 
the  military  ladies  and  gentlemen  present 
were  at  knee-drill. 

170 


BLOOD   AND   FIRE 

"  The  sub-editor  says  I  must  go," 
replied  the  reporter. 

"  The  Lord  says  you  must  stay," 
retorted  the  General.  "  And  the  Lord  is 
mightier  than  the  sub-editor." 

"  The  sub-editor  doesn't  think  so," 
said  the  reporter ;  and  walked  out, 
leaving  the  Commander-in-Chief  in  a 
state  of  collapse.  I  cannot  vouch  per- 
sonally for  the  truth  of  this  incident,  but 
I  readily  credit  it,  for  I  have  known  a 
junior  reporter  bring  to  nought  a  very 
eminent  King's  Counsel  who  was  a  con- 
sciencer,  and  in  comparison  with  such  a 
one  the  General  would  be  quite  easy  prey. 

The  gallant  General  has  necessarily 
somewhat  peculiar  views  on  the  subject 
of  valour.  Invited  by  a  penny  periodical 
to  describe  the  bravest  deed  he  ever  saw, 
he  did  not  choose  an  instance  of  physical 
courage,  but  fixed  on  the  strange  case  of  a 
young  lady  who  was  seized  with  the 
blood  and  fire  mania.  She  was  the 
daughter,  evidently,  of  a  distinguished 
man,  and  had  been  brought  up  in  the 
midst  of  wealth  and  refinement.  Not 
unnaturally  her  people  sought  to  win  her 
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back,  and  as  she  remained  obdurate  she 
was  told  that  the  Salvation  Army  meant 
disinheritance.  She  stuck  to  her  guns 
— and  the  Army.  That,  said  General 
Booth,  was  the  bravest  deed  he  ever  saw. 
All  men  do  not  take  the  same  view  of 
things,  and  my  own  opinion  of  the  young 
lady's  performance  differs  considerably 
from  General  William  Booth's. 

So  far  I  have  said  only  nice  and  flatter- 
ing things  about  the  General-Commander- 
in-Chief  ;  but  it  is  his  misfortune  to  have 
been  brought  up  in  the  atmosphere  of 
the  NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE, 
and  the  taint  of  it  clings  to  him,  in  spite 
of  all  the  efforts  which  I  am  sure  he  has 
made  to  get  rid  of  it.  The  NONCON- 
FORMISTCONSCIENCE makes  the 
General-Commander-in-Chief  arm  his 
regiments  with  much  song  and  prayer,  and 
his  front  ranks  with  terrifying  banners 
and  raucous  instruments,  and  the  result 
is  a  sultriness  of  atmosphere  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Salvation  barracks  which  is 
not  due  to  coming  thunderstorms. 

I  believe  in  the  liberty  of.^the]^subject, 
and  the  sacred  freedom  of  speech  ;    but 
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the  General-Commander-in-Chief  of  the 
Blood-and-Fire-and-Thunder  Army  has 
no  more  right  to  inflict  the  performances 
of  his  countless  cat-power  instrument- 
ahsts  on  peaceful  residents  in  town  and 
country  than  Mr  Brodrick  has  to  try  and 
deceive  the  nation  into  the  belief  that  we 
have  got  anything  but  a  phantom  Army  ; 
although  that  ghost  of  a  force  is  of  the 
very  best,  and  I  have  greater  faith  in 
Thomas  Atkins  than  I  have  in  the  NON- 
CONFORMISTCONSCIENCE. 

I  object  as  a  free-born  Englishman  to 
have  an  unattractive  Hallelujah  lady 
waving  the  War  Cry  in  my  countenance 
and  demanding  baksheesh  for  it ;  I  protest 
against  a  gallant  staff-captain  or  field 
officer  of  unmilitary  aspect ,  who  is  playing 
on  a  concertina  to  an  enraptured  con- 
gregation in  the  open  air  off  Hampstead 
Heath,  catching  my  wavering  eye  as  I 
stroll  past  to  admire  the  sweep  of  the 
undulating  country,  and  inviting  me  to 
come  and  be  saved  and  tell  the  public 
generally  what  a  ruffianly  person  I  was 
until  the  Army  rescued  me — "  Glory 
Hallelujah  !  "  Song,  "  One  more  sinner," 
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etc.  I  am  not  really  so  bad  as  they  think 
I  am,  and  can  steer  my  course  across  the 
Jordan  quite  as  well  as  they  can  do  it  for 
me,  having  the  same  Compass  to  go  by. 

I  have  my  failings,  my  dear  General ; 
but  are  your  own  followers  faultless  ? 
Do  they  not  make  much  noise,  which  they 
call  music,  and  destroy  the  pleasures  of 
the  Sabbath  for  many  thoughtful  men 
who  stay  at  home  and  smoke  their  pipe 
or  cigar,  so  that  the  deserving  tobacconist 
shall  keep  out  of  the  workhouse  and  send 
his  wife  to  chapel  in  satin,  and  his  children 
to  Sunday  School  in  velvet  suits,  with 
tasseled  hats,  like  good  little  con- 
sciencers  ? 

Of  course  they  are  not,  and  you  know 
it  just  as  well  as  you  know  that  the  fault 
is  mostly  yours,  that  Field-Marshal  his 
Royal  Highness  the  Duke  of  Cambridge 
would  not  address  you  officially  by  your 
title  if  he  met  you,  and  as  well  as  you 
know  that  the  Times,  when  it  was  a 
newspaper  and  not  a  book-and-atlas  shop, 
studiously  referred  to  you  as  "  General," 
although  the  editor  was  never  knighted 
for  it.     You  know  that  the  fault  is  yours, 
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and  that  the  blame  Hes  in  the  NONCON- 
FORMISTCONSCIENCE  within  you. 

Cast  the  NONCONFORMISTCON- 
SCIENCE  from  you  and  jump  on  it  as  I 
have  seen  you  stamp  on  other  evil  things, 
and  you  will  find  that  when  it  goes  out  at 
the  window  much  unnecessary  music  and 
humbug  will  go  with  it,  and  a  great  deal 
of  the  sultriness  will  leave  the  atmosphere, 
for  the  language  of  the  man  whose  motto 
is  neither  blood  nor  fire  will  lose  enor- 
mously in  strength. 
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L.    S.    D.    AND    CASTE    PREJUDICE 

There  is  money  in  the  NONCONFORM- 
ISTCONSCIENCE.  That  is  why  so 
many  people  ding  to  it  with  a  love  which 
is  more  than  brotherly.  But  although 
the  minster  gets  his  fair  share  of  the 
loaves  and  fishes,  still  they  do  not  all 
drift  in  his  direction.  Some  part  of  his 
remuneration  at  any  rate  is  paid  in  a  coin 
which  specially  appeals  to  him,  and  that, 
as  we  have  seen,  is  glory. 

It  is  the  cool,  calculating  consciencer 
who  mostly  prospers  out  of  his  creed,  the 
man  who  goes  on  cautiously  from  year  to 
year,  increasing  his  wealth  and  bettering 
his  position,  until  perhaps  the  final  crash 
comes,  and  he  has  to  listen  to  unpleasant 
truths  from  prosecuting  counsel  and 
stinging  comments  from  a  judge  in 
passing  sentence.     It   is  a  strange  fact 
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that  the  most  colossal  frauds  of  modern 
times  have  been  perpetrated  by  con- 
sciencers  on  consciencers.  I  am  not  a 
psychologist^  and  can  offer  no  adequate 
explanation  of  this  state  of  things  ;  but 
the  fact  remains.  Possibly  there  is  some- 
thing in  the  NONCONFORMISTCON- 
SCIENCE  which  predisposes  its  posses- 
sor to  wrong-doing. 

"  We  are  Methodists,  and  what  we  say 
— we  mean.  It  is  not  all  advertisement." 
That  is  an  extract  from  a  trade  announce- 
ment in  a  consciencer  newspaper,  and 
there  is  also  given  in  it  an  opinion  of  the 
Press,  which  says,  "  Buy  from  the 
Methodist  makers."  What  are  you  to 
buy  ?  Pianos — not  one,  apparently,  but 
a  dozen,  for  the  heading  runs,  "  Pianos, 
etc.,  £i8o  a  dozen."  It  would  be  interest- 
ing to  know  what  **  etc."  means.  Surely 
twelve  instruments  of  torture  are  suffi- 
cient, without  trimmings. 

In  another  advertisement  some  excel- 
lent people,  who  have  been  following  the 
"  Passive  Resistance  "  movement  very 
closely,  intimate  that  they  are  prepared 
to  supply  goods  to  "  Passive  Resisters  " 
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whose  furniture  has  been  arrested  and 
sold  by  distraint,  at  lo  per  cent,  over 
cost  price.  But  this,  be  it  marked,  is 
exclusive  of  carriage.  Presumably  this 
is  a  very  generous  offer,  although  in  these 
hard  times  a  ten  per  cent,  clear  profit 
does  not  seem  a  bad  return  on  one's 
investments.  Incidentally  it  is  some 
revelation  of  the  secret  profits  of  furniture 
dealers — profits  which  furniture-buyers 
have  long  suspected,  and  which  they 
have  passively  resisted  for  many  years, 
without  success. 

In  this  connection  of  pounds,  shillings 
and  pence,  I  hope  I  may  be  allowed  to  go 
back  to  the  Daily  News,  which  is  really 
growing  into  a  very  dear  and  faithful 
friend.  The  Daily  News  has  ceased  to 
publish  betting  and  turf  news,  also 
advertisements  ol  alcoholic  liquors — from 
which  I  infer  that  the  day  is  not  far 
distant  when  its  columns  will  be  freed 
from  theatrical  notices  and  "  agony " 
announcements  about  hair -curlers  and 
certain  brands  of  cigarettes — all  of  which 
are  demoralising  to  consciencers,  and 
should  not  be  tolerated  by  them.     And 
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above  all,  I  hope  the  proprietors  will  crush 
out  the  quack  advertisements,  which  I 
am  assured  are  driving  many  people  into 
early  graves  and  a  large  body  of  deserving 
and  highly  trained  medical  men  into  the 
workhouse. 

It  would  be  reasonable  to  suppose  that 
having  had  its  policy  welcomed  every- 
where with  enthusiasm,  having  received 
letters  of  congratulation — "  not  single 
spies,  but  in  battalions,"  and  in  view  of 
the  fact  that  there  is  no  "  Passive 
Resisters*  "  audience  which  does  not 
'*  burst  into  cheers  at  the  mere  mention 
of  the  Daily  News,"  and  having  had  letters 
sent  out  broadcast  by  eminent  Churchmen 
in  appreciation  of  it,  the  organ  would  be 
satisfied.  But  that  is  not  so.  Loss  of 
turf  and  trade  advertisements  means 
decrease  of  income,  a  falling  off  which 
has  to  be  made  up  somehow,  because  a 
newspaper  is  like  any  other  business 
concern,  and  must  be  made  to  pay  its 
way.  And  the  method  of  replacing 
casualties  was  to  drum  up  the  NONCON- 
FORMISTCONSCIENCE. 

"  Have  you  ordered  it  yet  ?     Do  you 
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not  recognise  in  it  an  ally  in  the  cause  of 
righteousness  ?  "  asks  the  Daily  News 
advertisement.  "  Don't  you  think  that 
it  deserves  the  support  you  can  give  it 
under  the  sacrifices  it  has  made  in  pro- 
scribing the  publication  of  betting  and 
turf  news,  and  in  the  loss  of  revenue 
through  the  exclusion  of  advertisements 
of  alcoholic  liquors  ?  "  It  is  a  ''  clean  " 
newspaper — which  no  one  will  deny  ;  it  is 
a  *'  great"  and  **  interesting  "  newspaper — 
in  the  estimation  of  consciencers  ;  it  is 
"London's  Best" — in  the  judgment  of 
the  owners,  which  is  as  much  a  matter  of 
opinion  as  is  mine  that  The  Nonconform- 
ist Conscience  is  the  best  book  that  was 
ever  written. 

After  these  alarming  sacrifices  it  is 
reassuring  to  learn  that  the  Daily  News 
has  reaped  unexpectedly  rapid  benefit, 
instead  of  suffering  financial  loss  ;  and  all 
this  is  due  to  what  the  Christian  World 
calls  its  "  bold  innovation."  I  for  one 
fail  to  see  where  the  boldness  comes  in. 
The  newspaper  takes  a  step  which  is  in 
itself  courageous  enough  ;  but  all  valour 
is  knocked  out  of  the  deed  by  this  white- 
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flag  appeal  to  the  NONCONFORMIST- 
CONSCIENCE  to  put  its  hand  in  its 
pocket  and  make  up  the  loss  which  the 
concern  has  suffered  by  excluding  beer 
and  betting.  It  is  almost,  but  not  quite, 
as  bad  as  issuing  the  Encyclopcedia 
Britannica  and  offering  a  first  prize  of  a 
thousand  pounds  to  the  victor  who, 
without  softening  of  the  brain,  answers 
most  of  the  puzzles  based  on  that  master- 
piece. 

There  are  amongst  consciencers  many 
wealthy  men,  men  who  are  rich  because 
they  have  been  crafty  enough  to  under- 
stand and  trade  on  the  weakness  of  their 
fellows.  More  than  one  pillar  of  the 
movement  has  to  thank  his  stars  and  the 
Sunday  School  and  the  bethel  that  he  is 
what  he  is.  He  has  set  his  course  as  a  far- 
seeing  young  navigator  on  the  sea  of  life 
and  has  never  deviated  from  it.  By  care- 
ful trimming  of  his  sails  he  has  arrived 
triumphantly,  after  a  not  unpleasant 
voyage,  in  the  port  of  prosperity. 

"  Get  money,  honestly  if  you  can — but 
get  money,"  was  the  advice  to  his  son 
of  a  consciencer  celebrated  in  story,  and 
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directly  or  indirectly  that  is  the  teaching 
of  all  experienced  consciencers  to-day. 
Prosperity  means  respectability,  and 
respectability  is  one  of  the  bulwarks  of 
the  NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE. 
I  have  in  mind  a  Sunday  School  where, 
amongst  other  things,  the  children  were 
taught  to  return  thanks  to  heaven,  in 
song,  of  course,  because — 

'*  I  was  not  born  without  a  home, 
Nor  in  some  broken  shed  ; 
By  guilty  parents  taught  to  roam, 
And  steal  my  daily  bread." 

The  superintendent  was  a  dear  old  maiden 
lady,  who,  when  boys  were  missing,  used 
to  hunt  them  up  at  their  homes,  which 
was  hard  on  those  who  were  playing 
truant.  One  afternoon  she  called  at  a 
house  and  discovered  that  a  supposed 
runaway  was  ill  in  bed.  "  What  shall  I 
sing  to  you  ?  "  she  asked,  and  the  artful 
young  consciencer  replied,  "  The  great 
Physician  now  is  near,"  an  answer  which 
was  good  for  many  jars  of  jellies  and  other 
useful  things.  It  was  his  conception  of 
the  £  s.  d.  of  it.  Whatever  he  got  in  the 
way  of  reward  I  am  sure  he  deserved  it, 
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from  my  recollection  of  th2  lady's  want 
of  powers  as  a  vocalist. 

A  consciencer  died  recently  who  began 
in  this  way.  He  was  quick  to  see^  as 
time  went  on,  how  great  the  possibilities 
of  theNONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE 
are.  His  reputation  was  good,  and  he 
was  careful  to  preserve  it  untarnished. 
From  extremely  humble  beginnings  he 
amassed  a  very  large  fortune  ;  and  he 
did  this  because  of  the  support  given  to 
him  by  fellow-consciencers.  True,  they 
patronised  him  because  his  goods  were 
cheaper  than  anybody  else's  ;  but  they 
went,  and  that  was  all  he  wanted,  his  soul 
being  wrapped  up  in  the  £  s.  d.  aspect 
of  the  matter.  In  a  word,  all  that  he 
had,  he  made  out  of  the  NONCON- 
FORMISTCONSCIENCE,  and  kept  it  in 
the  family,  too,  for  his  will  disclosed 
charitable  and  rehgious  legacies  which 
were  almost  too  contemptible  to  accept. 
In  a  few  years  he  had  amassed  a  clear 
fortune  of  very  well  into  six  figures,  and 
these  particular  items  were  represented 
by  a  few  twenty-pound  notes. 

It    cannot    be    said    of    consciencers 
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generally  that  they  give  either  rashly  or 
liberally.  On  a  great  occasion,  like  the 
raising  of  a  million  pounds,  or  shillings 
or  pence,  for  some  centenary  celebration, 
they  may  release  themselves  from  this 
financial  thraldom,  and  give  a  certain 
sum,  provided  a  number  of  other  persons 
will  do  the  same.  Failing  that,  there 
must  be  adequate  recognition  in  the 
form  of  advertisement.  In  all  cases 
there  is  the  point  to  consider,  "  As  a  mere 
matter  of  business,  is  this  thing  going  to 
pay  me  ?  "  That  is  one  of  the  chief 
things  in  their  creed,  which  a  Daily 
News  correspondent  rather  neatly 
summed  up  recently  when  he  said,  "  There 
is  a  God,  whom  it  is,  economically, 
commercially,  socially  and  scientifically 
sound  to  obey." 

The  good  Churchman,  who  has  been 
brought  up  in  the  narrow  faith  that  the 
poor  and  obscure  should  be  content  with 
the  position  in  which  it  has  pleased 
heaven  to  place  them,  who  worships  the 
king  and  adores  a  lord,  believes  that  one  of 
the  foundation-stones  on  which  the  NON- 
CONFORMISTCONSCIENCE    fabric    is 
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built  is  equality — in  and  out  of  the 
bethel ;  and  that  the  consciencer  is  a 
stranger  to  caste  prejudice.  Never  was 
there  a  greater  delusion,  for  in  a  Dissent- 
ing community  you  have  as  many  grades 
of  society  as  you  can  find  in  a  London 
suburb  or  a  cathedral  city  ;  and  they  are 
just  as  sharply  defined.  Even  the  ladies 
— dear,  good  creatures,  whom  I  have  not 
dealt  with  specially,  because  I  am  by 
nature  of  a  gallant  disposition,  and 
because  I  know  too  much  about  them  to 
make  it  possible  for  all  my  criticisms  to 
be  flattering — preserve  these  social  dis- 
tinctions at  their  bazaars  and  sewing- 
meetings  as  rigidly  as  their  husbands, 
fathers,  sons  and  brothers  uphold  them 
elsewhere.  Peace  be  with  them,  and 
success  attend  their  efforts,  particularly 
the  young  and  charming  ones  who  are 
making  such  noble  efforts  to  capture  the 
heathen,  and  trap  husbands.  Some  of 
them  make  most  admirable  wives,  and 
those  who  don't  are  quite  good  enough 
for  the  husbands  who  hold  them  in 
bondage. 

There  is  no  equality  in  the  bethel,  and 
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there  is  none  out  of  it.  Your  average 
consciencer  is  what  the  candid  American 
would  call  a  buggy  little  person.  He  is 
terribly  afraid  of  his  dignity,  and  in 
order  to  preserve  it  he  hedges  himself 
round  with  all  sorts  of  precautions. 
Theoretically  he  is  a  despiser  of  dress  and 
personal  adornment ;  practically  he 
grovels  as  much  before  the  fashion- 
plates  and  the  looking-glass  as  the  most 
aspiring  city  person  who  encases  himself 
in  a  frock-coat  from  a  shop  window  and 
believes  that  he  is  accepted  as  a  West- 
End  dude.  And  the  consciencer  does 
this  because  it  is  part  and  parcel  of  his 
upkeep.  Caste  prejudice  demands  it  of 
him,  and  he  gives  very  willing  obedience. 
It  may  be  said  of  consciencers  that  they 
have  no  aristocrats  or  nobility  amongst 
them.  Few  people  of  family  are  con- 
sciencers ;  but  the  place  of  my  lord,  my 
lady,  or  the  squire,  is  taken  by  fearsome 
beings,  who,  recognising  that  there  is  no 
particular  place  for  them  in  select  Church 
circles,  are  quick  to  see  that  position  and 
power  are  theirs  in  the  bethel.  Without 
any  of  the  charms  and  graces  of  the  old 
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regime  to  recommend  them,  they  sur- 
round their  purse-pride  with  barriers 
that  are  impenetrable,  certainly  by  the 
average  minister  and  deacon,  who  are 
largely  dependent  on  the  chapel  big- 
wig. Caste  prejudice  keeps  apart  from 
his  fellow-worshippers  the  man  who  drives 
to  the  place  of  worship  in  his  carriage — 
usually  a  two-horse  vehicle  which  is 
perfectly  appointed  in  every  way,  but 
which,  costing  more  than  double  that  of 
the  turn-out  of  a  decaying  gentleman,  is 
not  half  so  successful  in  impressing  the 
onlooker.  This  type  of  consciencer  is 
common  enough  in  large  towns,  where 
he  exacts  a  recognition  of  his  position- 
and  power  from  inferiors  which  is  worthy 
of  the  officer  commanding  a  battalion. 

But  while  there  may  not  be  in  select 
Church  circles  any  special  place  for  these 
people,  they  are  not  without  hope  of 
their  offspring  achieving  that  which  they 
have  not  accomplished  themselves.  One 
of  the  most  remarkable  results  of  caste 
prejudice  amongst  consciencers  is  the 
drifting  of  their  descendants  into  the 
Established  Church.     Famiharity  breeds 
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contempt ;  superiority  of  position  con- 
firms it.  For  the  eminent  consciencer's 
son  and  daughter  there  is  no  scope  in  the 
ranks  of  their  fellows.  They  need  a 
wider  field  of  operations — and  find  it 
outside  their  own  creed. 

Mr  R.  W.  Perks,  M.P.,  who  is  a  very 
distinguished  Wesleyan  Methodist,  has 
recently  given  some  valuable  informa- 
tion on  this  particular  point.  He  says  he 
has  often  noticed  that  Wesleyan  ministers 
and  laymen  of  what  are  called  "  Church 
proclivities  "  are  almost  invariably  men 
whose  families  either  have  already  left, 
or  subsequently  do  leave,  Methodism  for 
the  Church  of  England  or  the  Church  of 
Rome.  Their  sons  become  curates,  their 
daughters  are  married  at  the  parish 
church,  and  when  they  die  they  are 
buried,  not  by  the  Wesleyan  minister, 
but  by  the  parish  priest.  "  The  grand- 
children do  not  mention  the  Methodist 
ancestry." 

Wise  grandchildren  !  some  will  say. 
And  what  is  the  cause  of  all  this  ? 
Partly  caste  prejudice — largely  that  the 
truth  which  has  lain  dormant  for  genera- 
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tions  has  been  brought  to  vigorous  Ufe 
again,  and  the  erring  wanderers  have 
returned  to  the  folds  from  which  their 
fathers  strayed. 
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"  PASSIVE   RESISTANCE  " 

Only  the  NONCONFORMISTCON- 
SCIENCE  could  have  brought  into  being 
the  astounding  movement  which  has 
become  known  as  "  Passive  Resistance." 
Apparently  the  term  was  created  by 
some  grim  jester  in  the  ranks  of  con- 
sciencers,  for  never,  even  in  the  history 
of  Dissent,  was  there  a  more  hysterical 
and  violent  opposition  to  the  law  of  the 
land. 

"  Passive  Resistance  !  "  That  is  what 
they  call  the  deliberate  and  organised 
enmity  of  fanatics  to  an  Act  which  has 
been  passed  by  a  majority  of  their  fellow- 
countrymen.  In  one  respect  at  any  rate 
the  valiant  generals  of  the  NONCON- 
FORMISTCONSCIENCE  Army  have 
organised  their  gallant  troops  well.  Like 
the  military  rank  and  file  of  our  country, 
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the  rank  and  file  of  Nonconformity  do 
not  know  what  they  are  fighting  for — 
that  simple  fact  has  been  proved  re- 
peatedly in  pohce-courts — and  like 
Thomas  Atkins  also,  they  give  blind 
obedience  to  the  orders  of  superiors,  so 
long  as  there  is  an  assurance  of  fighting. 
The  NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE 
person  must  do  battle  with  somebody 
or  something.  He  is  by  nature  and 
training  belligerent,  and  if  he  cannot 
happen  on  a  real  grievance  he  will  invent 
one.  Like  the  Zulu,  he  waxes  fat  foi 
want  of  war,  and  when  he  can  no  longer 
contain  himself  he  breaks  out  into 
promiscuous  campaigning. 

The  noble  triumphs  of  the  Hyde  Park 
regiments  paved  the  way  for  further 
distinction.  The  consciencer  warriors 
let  themselves  loose  on  a  tolerant  public 
and  benignant  magistrates.  Already 
they  have  reaped  a  bellyful  of  glory,  and 
their  reputation  is  growing.  The 
reverend  and  lay  generals  are  more 
enthusiastically  honoured  by  their 
deluded  followers  than  soldiers  like  Sir 
John  French,  to  say  nothing  of  Lords 
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Roberts  and  Kitchener.  That  is 
relatively  speaking,  of  course,  for  "  Bobs 
Bahadur "  and  the  "  Man  Machine " 
have  at  least  done  something  to  merit 
applause. 

What  the  acknowledgment  of  real 
achievements  by  the  "  Passive  Resisters'  " 
leaders  would  be  can  only  be  assumed 
from  the  recognition  of  their  perform- 
ances up  to  the  present ;  but  it  is  safe  to 
say  that  if  one  of  them  by  any  chance 
went  beyond  mere  talk,  and  bonneted  a 
policeman  and  got  seven  days  for  it,  he 
would  be  immortalised  in  song  and 
sculpture  and  the  Daily  News.  The 
NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCEbards 
would  erupt  into  poetry  of  the  Casablanca 
type,  the  special  commissioner  of  the 
British  Weekly  would  be  at  large  with  his 
— or  her — adjectives,  tabulated  for  re^-dy 
reference  and  use ;  and  doubtless  the 
contingent  of  French  Polishers  and  Coal 
Porters  would  be  on  parade,  on  the  off- 
chance  of  malt  refreshment  when  they 
were  dismissed. 

"Noble     band!"     said     the     British 
Weekly y   in   maudlin    reference   to   some 
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consciencers  of  Birmingham  who  were 
summonsed  to  the  poUce  court  for  the 
non-payment  of  the  Education  Rate. 
In  the  same  leader  allusion  was  made  to 
"  those  pale-souled  Nonconformists  who 
are  restrained  from  passive  resistance  by 
their  reluctance  to  part  with  the  dignities 
of  magisterial  office." 

What  a  "  pale-souled  Nonconformist  " 
may  be,  I  cannot  tell,  unless  the  expres- 
sion is  synonymous  with  "  feeble-kneed  "; 
but  these  good,  law-abiding  citizens  and 
justices  are  assailed  by  their  own  people 
simply  because  they  are  carrying  out 
their  work  honestly.  For  so-called 
conscience's  sake  they  are  to  break  the 
very  laws  they  have  sworn  to  administer 
— that,  in  a  nutshell,  is  the  effect  of  the 
reasoning  of  the  cocoa-sodden  scribes  who 
cater  for  consciencers. 

But  more  distinguished  persons  than 
magistrates  have  fallen  victims  to  the 
evil  workings  of  the  NONCONFORMIST- 
CONSCIENCE.  The  "Passive  Re- 
sisters  "  are  proud  to  number  amongst 
them  a  county  court  judge — his  Honour 
Judge  Willis,  K.C.,  of  the  county  courts 
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of  Norfolk  and  Cambridge.  At  a  meeting 
of  the  Norfolk  Baptist  Union  held  at 
Lynn  his  Honour  said, ,  "[^he  did  not 
intend  to  assent  to  the  provisions  of  the 
Education  Act  by  payment  ...  He 
would  endure  having  his  goods  sold  for 
payment,  but  he  would  not  consent." 
From  which  we  may  assume  that  a 
change  is  coming  over  even  some  of  our 
judges ;  but  providentially  there  is  no 
reason  to  believe  that  the  vast  majority 
of  them  take  any  other  view  of  the  law 
than  that  all  they  have  to  do  is  to  ad- 
minister it,  and  not  set  it  at  defiance.  A 
law  may  be  bad,  but  that  is  no  more 
excuse  for  breaking  it  than  ignorance  of 
the  law  is  an  excuse  for  crime.  You  do 
not  find  consciencers — except  very  base 
specimens,  of  course— personally  testing 
the  lawof  capital  punishment,  because  they 
know  that  there  would  be  a  few  yards  of 
rope  and  not  much  glory  at  the  end  of  it. 
But  even  with  this  example  we  have 
not  reached  the  highest  eminence  in  the 
ranks  of  "  Passive  Resisters."  It  is 
generally  admitted  that  there  is  nothing 
beyond  the  British  House  of  Commons, 
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and  one  or  two  of  its  members  have 
drifted  into  the  lawbreakers'  ranks.  The 
consciencers  have  captured  Mr  H.  J. 
Wilson,  who  is  favourably  known  in 
certain  departments  of  politics,  and  a 
Mr  Alderman  George  White,  M.P.,  who 
is  quite  unknown  to  most  newspaper 
readers  of  Parliamentary  debates.  Mr 
Alderman  George  White,  M.P.,  however, 
appears  to  be  the  hero  who  originated 
the  '*  Passive  Resistance  "  movement, 
and  at  a  distraint  sale  at  Wimbledon  he 
"  caught  his  listeners  from  the  first  sen- 
tence by  a  personal  reminiscence."  It 
was  not  a  very  brilliant  reminiscence  ; 
but  it  was  not  a  very  brilliant  audience, 
and  the  tale  served  its  purpose. 

"  I  remember  in  my  teens  I  was  once 
run  in  for  letting  off  some  crackers  on 
Guy  Fawkes  night,"  said  Mr  Alderman 
George  White,  M.P.,  "  and  I  have  very 
nearly  had  the  same  experience  at 
Battersea.  As  I  was  making  my  way 
quite  inoffensively  to  the  front  of  the 
crowd,  I  could  not  help  pressing  against 
a  burly  policeman  weighing  fifteen  or 
sixteen  stone.     He  instantly  collared  me. 
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*  Mind  what  you  are  doing/  I  said  ;  *  I 
happen  to  be  a  Member  of  Parhament.' 
You  should  have  seen  how  quickly  he 
dropped  his  hand,  and  how  readily  he 
admitted  me  into  the   auction  room  !  " 

Who  would  not  be  a  Member  of 
Parliament  ?  A  policeman  arrests  you. 
"  Hands  off !  "  you  exclaim,  with 
haughty  dignity.  "  I  happen  to  be  a 
Member  of  Parliament !  "  and  the  para- 
lysed officer  instantly  leads  you  into  a 
front  pew.  Incidentally  Mr  Alderman 
George  White,  M.P.,  appears  to  have 
made  an  ingenuous  admission  that  in  this 
agitation  he  is  merely  "  letting  off  some 
crackers,"  from  which  it  is  to  be  inferred 
that  he  is  a  harmless  humorist. 

After  this  thrilling  experience  you 
cannot  wonder  at  what  Mr  Alderman 
George  White,  M.P.,  proceeded  to  do. 
He  continued  :  "  We  are  only  at  the 
beginning  of  the  struggle.  The  lifeboat- 
men  on  the  East  Coast  were  once  asked 
to  turn  back  on  a  terrific  night  of  storm 
and  wind,  as  no  boat  could  live  in  the 
tempest.  '  No,'  was  their  proud  reply. 
*  Caister  men  never  turn  back.'     I  can 
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teU  Mr  Balfour  that  Free  Churchmen 
have  entered  on  this  struggle,  and  they 
will  never  turn  back." 

The  bathos  of  it !  The  effrontery  of 
comparing  their  clap-trap  at  a  trumpery 
sale  where  no  one  meant  to  hurt  them, 
and  police  had  been  sent  to  protect  them, 
with  the  brave  East  Coast  men  who  fight 
their  way  out  in  a  North  Sea  gale  to 
succour  drowning  fellow-creatures,  know- 
ing that  the  chances  are  almost  even 
that  they  will  never  return.  Only  con- 
sciencers  could  do  it — and  "  Passive 
Resisters  "  at  that.  It  is  urgently  to  be 
hoped  that  Mr  Balfour  is  alive  to  the 
peril  that  menaces  him,  and  that  he  is  in 
readiness  for  the  hurling  against  him  of 
many  forlorn  hopes  of  desperate  bands 
of  consciencers.  He  is  just  the  sort  of 
man  they  like,  since  he  is  by  nature  not 
much  of  a  hitter-back. 

Though  it  may  seem  hard  to  get  beyond 
a  county  court  judge  and  a  Member  of 
Parliament  yet  this  extraordinary  feat 
has  been  accomplished,  for  an  Argyll- 
shire correspondent  has  proudly  stated 
that   the   "  Passive   Resistance "    move- 
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ment  is  making  its  influence  felt  even  in 
that  remote  county,  where  an  election 
contest  was  in  progress.  He  went  to  the 
meeting,  and  left  it  "  convinced  that 
Scotland's  conscience  was  touched."  His 
exultation  was  indeed  justified. 

The  "  Passive  Resisters "  are  not 
common  people,  and  accordingly  they 
have  uncommon  ways  of  doing  things. 
We  have  heard  of  the  men  of  Bideford,  in 
Devon,  and  have  known  them,  through 
the  medium  of  verse,  to  be  strenuous 
fighters  ;  but  they  have  fallen  off  some- 
what in  these  degenerate  days.  A  Bide- 
ford Baptist  minister  was  described  as  a 
"  Passive  Resister,"  on  these  strange 
grounds — because  we  must  remember 
that  a  "  Passive  Resister  "  is  supposed 
to  be  a  mighty  man  of  valour  : — In  the 
past  the  poor-rate  for  the  minister's 
house  has  been  paid  by  the  church,  but 
the  members  recently  increased  the 
salary  of  the  pastor  by  that  amount,  so 
that  he  might  offer  his  protest  against  the 
Education  Act,  by  refusing  to  pay  that 
portion  of  the  rate  which,  it  is  alleged, 
goes  towards  sectarian  teaching. 
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What  courage  !  It  is  almost  on  a  level 
with  the  intrepidity  which  a  British  battle- 
ship's company  would  show  by  going  into 
action  with  an  enemy  whose  guns  were 
known  to  have  been  deprived  of  am- 
munition. 

The  "  Passive  Resisters  "  would  in  all 
probability  have  subsided  speedily,  and 
collapsed  totally,  if  it  had  not  been  for 
the  determined  efforts  of  the  NONCON- 
FORMISTCONSCIENCE  Press  to  keep 
them  alive.  They  were  easily  persuaded 
that  here  was  an  excellent  opportunity  for 
cheap  advertisement,  and  like  good  con- 
sciencers  they  snapped  at  the  chance. 
Men  who  had  been  obscure  became 
famous  —  or,  which  is  the  next  best 
thing,  notorious — and  solemn  consciencers 
developed  with  amazing  rapidity  into 
jokers — and  worse. 

Who  could  fail  to  become  a  hero  when 
a  man  was  described,  as  a  Birmingham 
defendant  was,  as  "  one  of  the  leaders  of 
the  revolting  Birmingham  Unionists " 
— not  a  happy  expression,  but  from  the 
British  Weekly  ;  when  he  was  received 
in  court  with  a  vigorous  clapping  of  hands 
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as  he  stepped  in  front  of  the  dock,  and 
when,  at  a  subsequent  meeting,  he  had 
"  an  overpowering  reception  "? — although 
the  overwhelming  does  not  appear, 
unfortunately,  to  have  been  the  work  of 
constables.  No  wonder  that  when  at  the 
same  court  the  Stipendiary  Magistrate, 
who  had  very  properly  issued  a  warning 
against  applause,  caught  an  offender  in 
the  act  and  demanded,  **  Why  did  you 
clap,  sir  ? "  the  lawless  consciencer 
replied,  "  I  shall  clap  if  I  desire.  You 
will  find  out  presently."  I  would  dearly 
have  liked  to  be  in  court  to  hear  that 
"  Passive  Resister  "  make  the  same  pert 
answer  to  Mr  Justice  Grantham,  if  he 
had  been  on  the  bench ;  or  to  Mr 
Justice  Hawkins  before  he  became  a  peer, 
or  Mr  Justice  Day  before  his  retirement. 
There  would  have  been  something  more 
than  the  tolerant  threat,  "If  you  clap 
again  you  will  be  turned  out  of  court." 

Let  us  see  what  the  valour  of  these 
people  amounts  to  when  it  is  put  to  the 
test.  At  Taunton  more  than  60  of  *'  the 
most  worthy  and  respected  citizens  " 
were  summonsed  for  non-payment  of  the 

200 


"PASSIVE    RESISTANCE" 

rate.  The  field-day  in  the  police-court 
was  eagerly  anticipated,  and  crowds  of 
people  assembled,  amongst  them  being  a 
number  of  ladies  who  gathered  to  see  how 
nobly  the  warriors  would  comport  them- 
selves. Before  going  to  the  police-court 
there  was  a  united  prayer-meeting  in  a 
Temperance  Hall,  so  it  is  reasonable  to 
suppose  that  the  troops  were  primed  with 
a  fine  fighting  spirit.  The  **  Passive 
Resisters'  "  defence,  which,  of  course, 
was  not,  and  could  not  be,  any  legal 
defence  at  all — evoked  applause,  where- 
upon the  Chairman  said  the  court  was  not 
a  theatre,  and  that  if  the  noise  were 
repeated  he  would  have  it  cleared.  A 
"  Passive  Resister  "  thereupon  rose  and 
said  he  would  be  very  pleased  to  leave  the 
court.  To  his  amazement  he  was  taken 
at  his  word,  and  promptly  ejected. 

What  happened  ?  '^  He  returned 
shortly  afterwards,  and  apologised  for 
his  behaviour,  saying  he  could  not  help 
it,  as  he  was  so  hot-tempered." 

And  this  is  a  specimen  of  the  valiant 
combatants  who  are  like  the  Caister  life- 
boatmen,  and  never  turn  back  ! 
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The  making  of  consciencer  humourists, 
of  a  sort,  was  disclosed  by  an  incident 
at  Sheffield,  where  some  plain-clothes 
officers  and  an  auctioneer  levied  distresses, 
driving  round  in  a  waggonette  drawn  by 
a  pair  of  smart  horses.  At  their  first 
place  of  call  they  found  everything  ready 
for  them  ;  at  the  second  also  preparations 
had  been  made,  and  the  visitors,  having 
been  received  by  a  justice  of  the  peace, 
were  allowed  to  seize  two  cases  of 
carvers.  Later  in  the  day  persons  who 
went  to  the  works  saw  this  notice  : — 
"  Legal  plunder.  Taken  by  force  from 
this  warehouse,  two  cases  of  carvers, 
value  £i  15s.  od.,  to  pay  a  rate  levied  for 
the  purpose  of  teaching  other  people's 
children  doctrines  which  we  believe  to  be 
untrue,  and  which  they  themselves  are 
unwilling  to  pay  out  of  their  own  pockets." 

Another  "  Passive  Resister  "  was  an 
ex-city  councillor.  Here  a  short  look 
round  satisfied  the  intelligent  officers 
that  the  best  articles  to  seize  were  two 
cases  of  tinned  salmon,  and  these  trophies 
were  placed  in  the  wagon,  with  other 
goods.     In  another  case  an  armchair  had 
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been  removed  from  a  reverend  **  Passive 
Resist er's "  study,  and  the  inspiring 
piece  of  furniture  was  bought  in  by 
another  reverend  gentleman,  who  was  the 
*'  Passive  Resister's "  guest,  for  thirty 
shilhngs.  A  horse- whip  and  a  rug  were 
seized,  to  say  nothing  of  a  brass  lamp — 
all  useful  articles,  if  properly  applied, 
especially  the  whip.  In  short,  the  **  Pas- 
sive Resisters "  have  had  enough  of 
their  goods  and  chattels  seized  to  fill 
several  respectable  marine  stores.  One 
defendant  who  was  a  "  Passive  Resister  " 
was  giving  "  conscientious  objections  " 
when  he  was  reminded  that  the  magis- 
trates had  nothing  to  do  but  administer 
the  law,  whereupon  he  vowed  that  he 
would  hand  down  to  his  children,  as  an 
heirloom,  the  summons  which  had  been 
served  upon  him.  He  made  this  declara- 
tion amid  applause,  and  persumably  was 
satisfied.  He  was  a  Yorkshireman,  and 
had  got  something  for  his  money. 

Concerning  "  Passive  Resisters "  at 
Birmingham  a  correspondent  observed 
that  those  who  predicted  that  in  a  week 
or  two  the  movement  would  get  "  flabby," 
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would  have  had  a  great  surprise  if  they  had 
been  in  the  local  police-court  when  eight 
"  Passive  Resisters "  make  a  "  brave 
show."  The  chief  performer  on  this 
occasion  was  a  Methodist  Minister  who 
was  allowed  to  air  his  notions  on  law,  and 
naturally  made  a  deplorable  exhibition  of 
himself.  He  submitted  that  the  sum- 
mons was  an  absolute  contradiction  of 
one  of  the  Commandments  that  had  been 
drummed  into  him.  "  When  I  was  a 
boy  my  father  would  have  thrashed  me 
within  an  inch  of  my  life  if  I  had  told  as 
big  a  lie  as  this  summons  tells,"  he 
exclaimed  in  fine  forensic  frenzy.  His 
fellow-consciencers,  of  course,  applauded, 
but  whether  it  was  because  of  the  stirring 
speech  or  the  good  old  man  who  had 
inflicted  chastisement  was  not  clear. 
Probably  it  was  the  latter,  personal 
violence  being  one  of  the  most  favoured 
methods  adopted  by  consciencers  of  a 
past  generation  to  instil  virtue  and 
rectitude  into  the  minds  of  their 
offspring.  Many  of  them  pursue  the 
ancient  custom  in  these  days,  and  are  hurt 
and  astonished  when  the  offspring,  hav- 
ing arrived  at  years  of  power,  retaliate. 
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So  the  farce  goes  on.  Already  the 
NONCONFORMISTCONSCIENCE'S 
latest  performances  have  made  it  neces- 
sary for  an  auctioneer  to  carry  with 
him,  to  his  place  of  selling  distrained 
goods,  a  loaded  revolver;  at  another 
place  the  police  had  to  be  put  seven  deep 
to  protect  the  auctioneer;  and,  if  matters 
develop,  we  may  expect  to  see  recourse 
to  magazine  rifles  and  Maxim  guns.  At 
the  little  town  of  Belper  the  officiating 
auctioneer  was  hooted,  and  worse  might 
have  happened  if  fifty  policemen  had 
not  been  present.  Also  a  copy  of  the 
Education  Act  was  burnt  in  the  public 
market-ulace,  after  nineteen  "  Passive 
Resisters'  "  goods  had  been  sold. 

At  Harwich  a  "  Passive  Resister's " 
goods  were  offered  for  sale,  to  cover  a 
distraint  of  2s.  8d.  and  costs.  The  goods 
consisted  of  two  pictures  of  Wesleyan 
ministers  and  a  skin  rug.  The  proceed- 
ings were  reduced  to  dumb  show  and 
uproar.  Why  ?  Because  of  the  feeling 
shown  towards  the  assistant  overseer, 
a  courageous  and  honest  man,  who, 
being  an  auctioneer,  conducted  the  sale, 
although  the  "  Passive  Resister  "  was  a 
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brother  Wesleyan.  As  a  public  man 
and  a  business  man  he  did  his  duty^  and 
was  howled  down  for  doing  it. 

No  one  could  imagine  that  the  pastor 
of  the  City  Temple  would  misrepresent 
facts.  In  this  strange  war  of  "  Passive 
Resistance "  he  has  conducted  himself 
with  a  dignified  restraint  which  might 
well  have  been  emulated  by  some  of  his 
fellow-consciencers.  But  in  New  York 
and  elsewhere  Mr  Campbell  found  "  the 
keenest  interest  in  this  vital  question," 
though  he  frankly  confessed  that  he  did 
not  know  why  it  should  be  so.  I  am 
struck  by  the  same  mysterious  fact,  for  I 
happened  to  be  in  New  York  at  the  same 
time  as  the  reverend  gentleman,  and,  so 
far  as  my  own  observations  went,  the 
American  people  knew  no  more  about  the 
"  Passive  Resistance "  movement  than 
they  know  about  the  NONCONFORM- 
ISTCONSCIENCE,  which  does  not  exist 
amongst  them.  They  are  too  healthy  for 
it,  and  the  only  approach  to  its  working 
is  seen  in  the  undertakers'  business- 
boards  which  are  affixed  to  the  entrances 
to  places  of  worship  in  that  great  country. 
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Their  interests  when  Mr  Campbell  was 
in  their  hospitable  midst  were  mostly 
centred  in  Wall  Street,  iced  drinks,  and  the 
"  kangaroo  "  walk,  which  young  ladies 
in  Fifth  Avenue  and  elsewhere  affected, 
with  alarming  results  to  timid  strangers. 

Some  weird  heroes  have  been  manu- 
factured by  the  "  Passive  Resistance  " 
movement.  Amongst  them  was  one  who 
shone  resplendently  at  the  Bible  Christian 
Methodist  Conference  at  Newport,  Isle 
of  Wight,  in  August  last.  In  the  mis- 
sionary department  the  conference  lis- 
tened "  with  a  sore  throat  all  the  time  " 
to  the  beautiful  and  pathetic  story  of  a 
lady  who  had  had  a  "call"  to  China. 
She  made  a  "  clear,  simple  and  winsome 
speech  "  ;  somebody  else  gave  a  "  fine 
address,"  and  so  things  went  on  gradually 
to  the  period  when  the  speakers  did 
"  magnificently  "  ;  after  which  matters 
progressed  until  the  enthusiasm  was  "  in- 
tense "  and  a  gentleman  made  the  "  gener- 
ous offer  "  of  £io  a  year  for  ten  years, 
if  one  hundred  more  people  would  do  the 
same — which  was  proceeding  cautiously. 

All  this  was  preliminary  to  the  last 
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public  service,  which  took  the  form  of  a 
"  Passive  Resistance "  meeting.  Then 
the  pent-up  valour  of  the  enthusiasts  was 
let  loose  on  the  assemblage  and  the  Press, 
and  a  chairman,  who  was  also  a  justice  of 
the  peace,  declared  with  Mrs  Micawberian 
emphasis  that  the  overseers  could  come, 
and  come  again,  and  take  his  furniture, 
and  when  there  was  no  more  to  take,  they 
might  take  him.  After  applause  he 
added  that  before  that  time  perhaps  he 
might  be  "in  the  mansion  above " — 
from  which  it  is  to  be  inferred  that  he  had 
carefully  considered  the  profit  and  loss 
aspects  of  the  matter. 

Then  came  the  giant  of  the  evening, 
a  reverend  consciencer  who  is  known 
throughout  the  churches  as  "  Honest 
John."  In  a  speech  that  was  "  trench- 
ant," "full  of  wit,"  "wisdom,"  and 
"weighty  suggestion,"  in  language  that 
was  '*  clear  and  forceful,"  "  Honest  John  " 
vowed  that  cost  what  it  might  he 
was  going  to  "  follow  the  gleam  " — was 
this  the  British  Weekly  serial  ? — and  the 
dictates  of  his  conscience.  "  Rarely,  if 
ever,  have  we  heard  anything  more 
convincing  and  courageous.  The  speaker 
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resembled  some  grand  old  Puritan  of  a 
past  century  as  he  thundered  forth 
against  the  injustice  of  the  Act,  and 
appealed  to  the  audience  to  fight  and 
fight,  and  never  say  die." 

Again  one  has  to  pause  and  marvel 
stupidly.  What  has  "  Honest  John " 
done  that  his  hearers  should  go  delirious 
with  admiration  ?  Nothing.  He  has 
not  even  reasoned  with  a  Surveyor  of 
Taxes  or  gone  before  the  Assessment  Com- 
mittee.    He  has  merely  tub-thumped. 

With  such  examples  before  them  there 
can  be  no  surprise  that  the  ladies — dear, 
good  creatures,  who  are  so  much  more 
attractive,  if  they  only  knew  it,  when 
they  keep  out  of  these  public  brawls — 
lose  their  heads  occasionally  and  storm 
the  easily  collapsible  columns  of  the 
Daily  News.  "  Some  Experiences.  By 
a  Lady  Passive  Resister."  That  is  one 
of  the  items  provided  by  **  London's 
Best  "  for  the  silly  season.  Their  valued 
correspondent  is  a  true  woman,  for  she 
shows  the  baselessness  of  her  cause 
straightway  by  beginning  :  "  It  is  not  an 
easy  or  agreeable  thing  for  a  law-abiding 
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citizen  to  defy  the  law  of  the  land  "  ;  but, 
following  the  bad  example  of  two  ministers, 
she  did  it,  enrolled  herself  as  a  "  Passive 
Resister,"  and  after  that  was  intercepted 
by  an  affable  policeman  who,  "  with 
courteous  apologies,"  produced  his  legal 
document,  the  first  the  good  lady  had 
ever  had,  or  indeed  seen,  as  she  carefully 
explained.  It  is  so  very  disreputable  to  be 
mixed  up  with  police-courts,  in  the  opinion 
of  smug  consciencers.  They  are  not 
like  your  sporting  motorists,  who  are  not 
troubled  with  consciences,  and  appear  to 
go  out  of  their  way  to  collect  summonses. 
*'  A  Lady  Passive  Resister,"  having 
begun  well  in  the  interests  of  the  enemy 
by  innocently  admitting  that  she  was  a 
law-breaker,  played  still  further  into  the 
hands  of  the  opposition  by  the  way  in 
which  she  allowed  her  goods  to  be  seized. 
Being  favoured  with  "  exceptionally 
pleasant  police  and  a  most  amiable  and 
obliging  assistant  overseer,  there  was  no 
undue  awkwardness."  She  invited  them 
in,  told  them  off  to  chairs,  and  humor- 
ously asked  them  what  they  were  going 
to  take.     Perhaps  fearing  that  they  might 
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say  whisky,  she  finely  observed  that  she 
supposed  it  was  not  the  sofa.  Oh,  dear, 
no  !  was  the  assurance  of  these  pheno- 
menally agreeable  officers.  **  Just  some 
little  thing,"  that  was  all  they  wanted  ; 
so  the  "  Lady  Passive  Resister  "  gave 
them  a  "  nice  silver-plated  article,"  which 
she  wrapped  in  tissue-paper.  The  polite 
visitors  gratefully  accepted  it,  and  having 
been  cautioned  to  take  care  of  it — was 
it  a  wedding  present  ? — were  delicately 
shown  the  door,  watched  by  a  crowd  of 
half-a-dozen  small  boys  and  a  neighbour 
or  two,  one  of  whom,  by  the  way,  seemed 
much  more  troubled  than  the  "  Lady 
Passive  Resister  "  was — which  is  readily 
believable,  since  she  appears  to  have  had 
an  exceedingly  enjoyable  time  and  to  have 
gathered  large  stores  of  subjects  for 
exciting  talk  at  her  next  at-home  day. 
More  was  to  follow  in  the  shape  of  the 
actual  sales,  amongst  the  captured  goods 
being  a  tea-pot  and  a  home-cured  ham, 
which  the  staunch  old  farmer  from  whom 
it  had  been  wrested  said  was  very  nice 
indeed,  and  would  make  a  variety  on  the 
umbrella,    timepiece,    coats    and    locket 
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and   case    which   had   been   taken   into 
custody  with  it. 

And  these  — "  Honest  John  "  and  "  A 
Lady  Passive  Resist er,"  and  the  rest  of 
them — are  the  doughty  champions  who 
are  fighting  the  battle  of  the  NONCON- 
FORMISTCONSCIENCE  in  the  present 
day  !  These  are  the  successors  of  the 
Roundheads  who,  with  all  their  faults, 
knew  how  to  fight,  and  had  tough 
opponents,  too. 

Heaven  save  us  ! 

And  then  the  Daily  News  had  its 
column  set  apart  for  a  "  List  of  Sufferers 
for  Conscience'  Sake,"  in  which,  by 
refusing  to  pay  a  few  pence,  your  full 
name,  description  and  occupation  were 
printed — though  I  was  distressed  to  find 
that  it  was  in  smaller  type  than  was 
accorded  to  the  interesting  juveniles  who 
sent  coppers  to  Aunt  Medina. 

The  ways  of  the  "  Passive  Resister  " 
are  varied — which  is  perhaps  logical, 
seeing  that  there  is  no  uniformity  amongst 
consciencers.  Some  of  the  lawbreakers 
have  begun  or  ended  their  proceedings 
with  "  Onward !   Christian  Soldiers,"  or 
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the  bawling  of  "  Rule,  Britannia,"  with 
special  emphasis,  we  are  assured,  on  the 
words,  "Britons  never,  never  shall  be 
slaves," — a  somewhat  unnecessary  dis- 
play of  pot-valour,  seeing  that  nobody 
has  attempted  to  bind  them  in  chains. 
Others  have  sung  and  prayed,  and  most 
have  tried  —  many  with  success  —  to 
advertise  themselves  in  the  police-courts. 
Speaking  at  Brighton,  Mr  H.  J.  Birrell, 
a  relative  of  Augustine  the  Birreller,  told 
an  audience  of  "  Passive  Resisters  "  how 
they  might  badger  an  entire  bench  of 
police-court  magistrates  and  force  them 
to  sit  all  day.  He  added,  as  an  additional 
inducement  to  them  to  persevere  in  their 
course,"  And  you  will  be  pretty  sure  to 
see  your  names  in  the  newspapers  next 
morning," — a  fact  which  they  know  as 
well  as  he  does,  and  which  inspires  them 
in  the  writing  of  the  pawky  "  cons- 
scientious  objections  "  which  they  pre- 
pare before-hand  and  inflict  on  magis- 
trates who  are  weak  or  good-natured 
enough  to  listen  to  them. 

Repeatedly   the   "  Passive   Resisters  " 
have  brazenly  stated  in  court  that  they 
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have  no  legal  opposition  to  show  to  the 
Act.  It  is  all  a  matter  of  conscience  and 
much  talk  and  assuming  of  persecuted 
airs.  In  one  case  a  defendant  said,  "  I 
have  no  legal  reason  to  shew,  but  I  have 
three  reasons  that  I  wish  to  give.  First, 
I  want  to  be  honest  with  my  God ; 
secondly,  I  want  to  be  honest  with  my 
conscience  ;  and  thirdly,  I  wish  to  be 
honest  to  my  country."  When  the  in- 
evitable applause  of  fatuous  admirers 
had  subsided  the  Mayor  observed,  "  Order 
for  seven  days."  He  was  a  wise 
mayor.  A  Baptist  Sunday  School  super- 
intendent, on  being  put  into  the  witness- 
box,  said  the  same  spirit  had  called  him 
there  which  had  brought  his  Master  before 
Pilate.  A  distress  warrant  was  issued. 
They  have  also  used  the  terms  "  Betrayer" 
and  "  Judas  "  in  allusion  to  Mr  Chamber- 
lain, and  they  have  described  the  inoffen- 
sive Mr  Balfour,  who  does  his  best  to 
reconcile  learning  with  the  Premiership, 
as  that  "  philosopher  of  duplicity,"  a  burst 
of  humour  which  has  provoked  laughter  in 
many  circles  of  consciencers,  who  in  this 
respect,  as  in  others,  are  easily  roused. 
But  the  most  remarkable  sally  came 
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from  a  "  Passive  Resistance "  corres- 
pondent who  protested  that  the  Govern- 
ment was  not  proceeding  with  a  firm 
enough  hand  in  this  matter.  In  the  dear 
Daily  News  he  said  :  *'  The  pohce  should 
be  armed  with  carbines,  with  orders  to 
fire  into  the  crowd  upon  the  least  sign  of 
disturbance ;  and  a  few  of  the  Free 
Church  leaders  should  have  their  noses 
slit  and  their  ears  cropped  as  a  warning 
to  the  rest  .  .  .  Perhaps  really  the  best 
plan  would  be  to  transport  all  the  Free 
Churchmen  for  life." 

There  have  been  so  many  points  up  to 
the  present  on  which  I  have  not  been  able 
to  agree  with  consciencers,  that  I  am 
grateful  for  one  of  them  at  last  bringing 
forward  a  scheme  with  which  I  am  in 
cordial  sympathy. 

*'  Passive  Resistance "  is  a  manu- 
factured, an  artificial,  opposition,  and 
some  prominent  NONCONFORMIST- 
CONSCIENCE  leaders  and  journals  are 
responsible  for  it.  Most  unfortunately, 
the  time  for  propagating  the  evil  was 
opportune,  for  it  was  the  silly  season, 
when  the  National  Gasworks  at  West- 
minster had  been  shut  down,  and  Lords 

215 


NONCONFORMIST   CONSCIENCE 

and  Commons  rested  from  their  windy 
labours;  when  newspaper  columns  gasped 
for  contributions,  and  topics  were  few 
and  unattractive.  "London's  Best,"  which 
gave,  according  to  its  own  veracious 
statement,  the  best  reports  of  the  pro- 
gress of  "Passive  Resistance,"  furnished 
columns  of  details  concerning  the  doings 
of  fanatics,  and  to  do  them  justice  the  fana- 
tics provided  plenty  of  excellent  material. 

If  there  had  been  no  Victoria  Cross 
there  would  not  have  been  many  of  the 
deeds  of  heroism  for  which  the  decoration 
is  awarded  ;  and  if  there  had  not  been 
fulsome  adulation  of  all  sorts  of  grotesque 
performances  in  defiance  of  the  law  of  the 
land  there  would  not  have  been  any 
**  Passive  Resisters." 

I  will  close  my  book  with  a  question. 

I  have  an  abiding  and  conscientious 
objection  to  pay  my  income-tax. 

Tell  me,  my  former  fellow-consciencers, 
if  I  refuse  to  pay  it,  am  la"  Passive 
Resister,"  or  merely  a  common  law- 
breaker ? 

THE    END. 
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